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ADVERTISEMENT. 



WHEN draraatic amusements are pursued 
Vfiih so mueh avidity as at present, and the works 
of our chief benefactors to the stage are so exten- 
sively diffused^ it is somewhat surprizing^ that 
those of Otway, whose powers in tragedy are of 
such acknowledged excellence, should be less cori* 
spicuaus. The raosft correct edition of Otway's 
Works is that of 1757, in 3 vols. 12mo, but in 
this several of his poems are omitted*, and it dis- 
covers, besides, manyerrorst which a proper atten- 
tion to the early copies would have prevented. It 

* Particularly the poem of" Windsor Castle." 

t Of these the following will serve as a specimen — " Titus 

and Berenice/' act 2, sc. 1. Berenice addresses herself to 

Antiochus^— 

" Hence, Jroward jprince, either the truth relate, 
Forbear, or be assured for «fver of ray hate." 

A reference to the quarto^ and above all, a comparison with 
the original, [Rac. Berenice, act 3, sc. 3,] from which it is a 

VOL. I. a 
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bas also become extremely scarce. To remedy this 
inconvenience^ and to present to the public an 
accurate and complete collection of the works of 
this eminent author, have been the objects for 
which this edition has been undertaken. The 
Editor has bestowed no inconsiderable pains upon 
the text, which has been collated with the quarto 
copies and earliest editions. He has followed the 
modern example, of prefixing a short critical intro- 
duction to each work ; and where the lapse of time, 
political allusions, or the revolutions in manners 
and customs, have obscured the text, explanatory 
notes are introduced. In some places, resem* 
blances between the author and other writers have 
been pointed out ; not that the Editor considers 
every instance of this kind to be a plagiarism, 
but because it is interesting to observe the peculiar 
form which a thought assumes, when produced by 

Hteral translation^ plainly shews that the verse should thus 
appear: 

" Hencefanoardf prince, either the truth relate^ 
Or be assured for ever of my hate/* — 

Rejecting the vford forbear, as being evidently redundant. 
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the samfe train of reflection, or generate by the 
same object, in different minds* l^o the whdle h 
appended an extract firdin k scarce nevisl, whidk 
is an object of no smdll cutio^ity , ^nee it was the 
mine from ivhence Otway drew so- rich a tieaBimf 
as « The Orphan." 

The Editor might expect to be censdt^ fdr the 
pnblicati6n of those passages, sooflfenstte to reatf-' 
ers of delicacy, \?ith which the comedies abound, 
had he' been permitted, as his jadgraeht directed, 
to remove them. Bat as this discretion is not 
attached to the functions bf an editor, but, on the 
contrary, a commendable vigilance is exercised tot 
prevent either suppression, or iritetpolation, in an' 
author's works, he consoles himself with reflect- 
ing, that the indecency of those scenes, which he 
has properly stigmatised, contains it's own anti- 
dote ; for there, if ever, ttce assumes it*s native 
character of deformity. To acknowledge obliga- 
tions to others, in a work where his own merits 
are so inconsiderable, will look like ostentation in 
the Editor ; but it would be an act of injustice 
to refrain from confessing the assistance he has 
a2 
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derived, in several instances, from the copious 
notes vith which Mr. Walter Scott has enriched 
his edition of Dryden: a work of much labour 
and research, and for which every scholar must 
feel particularly grateful to the elegant Editor. 

The only known work of Otway which is omit- 
ted in the present collection, is a translation from 
the French, published, 8vo. 1686, the year after 
his decease, with the following titled << The His- 
tory of Triumvirates : the first part of Julius Cae- 
sar, Pompey and Grassus; the second part of 
Augustus, Antony and Lepidus. Being a faith- 
ful collection from the best historians, and other 
authors, concerning that revolution of the Roman 
government, which happened under their autho- 
rity." A bare translation, which would occupy 
a large space, and enhance the price of the work, 
without adding to it's interest, it was deemed bet- 
ter to exclude. 



London, 
22rf October, 1812. 
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THE LIFE 



OF 



THOMAS OTWAY. 



THEIiresof literary men, whosilently found 
their claims to distinction in priracy and retire- 
ment, seldom abound with those materials which 
make biography a study of so much interest and 
delight. The reason is obvious. It is not till 
their works are known and admired, that their 
characters become objects of solicitude to the 
world ; and as a just appreciation of an author's 
labours commonly devolves upon posterity, cu- 
riosity is oftentimes excited, when the sources of 
information are neither copious nor authentic. 
Hence arises that paucity of interest which we 
frequently discern in lives devoted to the service 
of science and learning. But circumstances of a 
more melancholy nature have obscured the his- 
tory of the eminent writer of whom we are pre- 
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sently to speak, vfhose intercourse with society 
Vfas seldom restrained by the motives we have just 
alluded to, nor was he debarred from the sphere 
even of rank and fashion. In this narrative, what- 
ever has been trapsmitted to |is by various bip* 
grapbers, has been collected and embodied; yet 
such is the deficiency of data, that much mu&t 
unavoidably be left to uncertainty and conjee* 
ture. 

Thomas Otway was bprn March 3rd, 1651, 
at Trotton, near Midhurst, Sussex, upon the bor- , 
ders of the river Arun*. He was the only pon of 
the Rev. Humphrey Otway, rector of Wolbeding, 



* To this circumstance Collins alludes, in his beautifu^ 
"Ode to Pity." 

But wherefore need I wander wide 
To old llissus' distant side? 

Deserted stream and mute ! 
Wild Arun too has heard thy strains, 
And Echo midst tm/ native plains 

Been soothed by Pity's lute ; 

There first the wren thy myrtles sJied 
On gentlest Otway's infant head; 

To him thy cell was shown ; 
And while he sung the female heart 
With youth's soft notes unspoiled by art, 

Thy turtles mix'd their own» 



' Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



, ]>IFE OF OTWAY. IX 

in the same county. The severity urith which our 
author invariably stigmatises the clerical order, 
might almost induce a suspicion injurious to this 
clergyman, did not the poet, in one of his works*, 
confirm the account transmitted of his character ; 
namely, that he was a loyal and worthy man. 
Otway received the early part of his education at 
Wickeham-school, Winchester; and, at the age 
of eighteen, was entered a Commoner of Christ- 
Church College, Oxford, early in 1669+. As' 
he never had pretensions to much learning, his 
application to study was, probably, not very assi- 
duous ; but, if we can judge from the society he 
mixed with, his occupations, or amusements, were 
not of the meaner sort. He boasts, in one of his 
dedications, of a college-acquaintance with the 
young Lord Falkland ; and there is reascm to 
think that their friendship was not interrupted. 
Otway was intended for the clergy ; but this de- 
sign, as well as those gay scenes of delight which 
his juvenile fancy seems to have created, were 
interrupted by the death of his Either; who (he 
tells us) left him no other patrimony than his 



* " Poet's Complaint of his Muse." Vol. iii. p. 220. 

t According to A. Wood (Athenae Oxon. vol. ii.) But it is 
singular that the name of Otway does not appear in the map 
triculcktion-books of the college. 
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faith and loyalty*. This event, vrhich devolved 
to him, at an early period, the regulation of his 
conduct, determined, and probably obliged him 
to leave the university before he ivas of standing 
sufficient to take a degree ; and in the year 1671, 
he proceeded to London, the general mart of abi* 
lities, without having resolved upon any project 
for his future support. 

It has been represented by some writers, that^ 
from Oxford, Otway went to St. John's College, 
Cambridge-: but there is no proof upon the re* 
cords of the college, that he studied there ; and 
Duke's epistle to our author, in which he regrets 
the departure of his friend, (whence the statement 
has been supposed to acquire confirmation) was 
plainly not written till at least ten years after- 
wards, from it's allusion to certain political oc- 
currencest* Duke himself was not entered of Tri- 
nity, tiU 1675. 

* Dedication of « Venice Preserved/' to the Duchess of 
Portsmouth. VoL iii. p. 9. 

t " I have forgot whatever there I knew, 

Why men one stocking tie with ribbon blue: 
Why others medals wear, a fine gilt thing, 
That at theirbreasts hang dangling by a string/' 

This refers to the medals worn by the partizans of Lord 
Shaftesbury, after his release from imprisonment, November 
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Aq old correspondent in a respectable period!* 
cal work*, has reported of Otway, whom he 
seems to have knowD) that ^^ he ran away from 
Oxford with the players at an act, in the year 
1674." But this date is manifestly erroneous; 
and the anecdote (suggested, perhaps, by the 
fact of his having appeared upon the stage,) may 
have been derived by the writer from those suspi* 
cious sources of information, the libels, and scur- 
rilous productions of the day* A very short 
time must certainly have elapsed, upon his leav* 
ing the university, before he appeared in London. 

The metropolis, where vice and profligacy, 
dressed in the most alluring garb, seemed the 
readiest path to preferment, was a most pernicious 
plape to our author, who had no guide but the 
ardpur of youthful inexperience to instruct him in 
the choice of life. Necessity conspiring with 
iBclination, drew him to the theatre, the frequent 

1681. A subsequent passage in the sanie epistle, clearly 
indicates, that the object of Otwajr's visit, whenever it did 
take place, was merely to see his friend. 

* The Gentleman's Magazine for February 1745, vol. xv. 
This writer (under the signature of W. G.) has afforded many 
interesting particulars concerning the literary characters of 
Charles the Second's reign. He describes himself as being 
8f years of age, in 1745; consequently he could know little 
of the early part of Otway's life, except from report or tra- 
dition. 
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resort of distressed genius ; and in the character 
of an actor, so far below his merit or expecta- 
tionsy he made the first important step in life. 

Dramatic amusements, which, during the do« 
minion of the puritans, had been totally sup* 
pressed, revived with royal authority ; and two 
theatrical patents were granted by Charles II. 
immediately after the Restoration : one to Mr* 
Thomas Killigrew, the celebrated wit, whose 
company, chiefly composed of the veteran actors 
before the civil wars, established themselves at 
Drury-Lane^ and were denominated the King's 
Company ; the other to Sir William Davenant, who 
was the holder of a patent under Charles I. The 
latter (to whom we are indebted for the introduc* 
tion of moveable scenery*, so powerful an auxili- 
ary to the poet), collected a company of new 
performers, or such as had been initiated by 
Rhodes, a bookseller, who was suffered to exhi- 
bit plays in the Cock*pit, Drury-lane, the year 
before the Restoration. This was styled the 
Duke of York's company, (being sworn to serve 

* The little Theatre, LincolnVInn Fields, opened ia the 
spring of 1663, with Davenant's *^ Siege of Rhodes^'' having 
new $cenes and decorations, which, Downes says, were the 
'* first ever introduced in England.'' iloic. Anglic, But Mr. 
Malone has found earlier instances of the use of scenery. See 
his Hist Account of the English Stage, 
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His Royal Highness) and at first occupied a little 
theatre in Lincoln VInn Fields ; from whence thej 
removed, in 1671, ix> Dorset-garden, Salisbary* 
court. It was at this theatre (where all Otway*s 
plays, except the last, were exhibited,) that our 
author made his appearance, as the Kingy in 
Mrs«.Behn's ^^ Forced Marriage ; or, the Jealous 
Bridegroom." This attempt was eminently unsuc* 
oessful ; for, according to Downes*, the appear- 
ance of the house threw him into such an agony, 
that he instantly relinquished a profession for 
which nature had omitted to furnish him with 
the roost essential requisites. 

After this disappointment, he appears to have 
cultivated, with assiduity, the, acquaintance of 
men of rank and fashion, to whose society his 
gay and sprightly conversation gave him ready 
admittance. The easy and familiar manners 
which distinguished the monarch, were imitatod 
by all who surrounded the throne ; and men of 
inferior stations were, in those days, admitted, 

* His curioas account is as follows: '* In this play, (s.e. 
*' The Jealous Bridegroom^) Mr. Otway, the poet, having 
an inclination to turn actor, Mrs. fiehn gave him the King in 
the play, for a probation part; but he being not us'd to the 
stage, the full house put him to such a sweat, and tremen« 
dous agony, being dash't, spoilt him for an actor/'— -JflafctM 
Anglicanw, p. 34. 
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withoQt difficulty, to the familiarity of the ^eat, 
^hen recommended by any pretensions to vrit 
drid viracity. This encouragement, however, 
was rather a bane, thaii a benefit, to men of ge- 
nius. They were permitted to share in the con- 
vivial pleasures, the riots and excesses, of fashion- 
able life; but here the friendship ceased: from 
these scenes they were dismissed, as a biogra- 
pher observes, ** to their own narrow circum- 
stances, with the loss of their modesty and virtue; 
and were thus doomed to languish in poverty, 
without the support of innocence*.*' Among thcf 
number of his friends, Otway ranked Charles 
Fitz-Charles, the .young Earl of Plymouth, a 
natural son of the king, by Mrs. Catherine 
P^ge; with whom, and, it is said, with Lord 
Rochester, he spent much of his time. By such 
companions, his jovial disposition, and propen- 
sity to dissipation, were flattered and encouraged. 
It is, therefore, natural to conclude, that where 
vice was recommended by double attractions, 
namely, his interest and inclination, he seldom 
restrained his appetite of intemperance ; and that 



♦ A sketch of the life of Otway, prefixed to an early edi- 
tion of his works. Dr. Johnson, in quoting this passage, has 
altered the sense of it, by substituting eminence for innocence* 
Set his Liv€$ of the Foets. 
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every step, he made to win tbe favour of his pa- 
trons, he receded from decency and virtue. 

At length he extricated himself, in some degree, 
from these indolent and unprofitable habits, bj 
attempting dramatic composition. Whether he 
was incited to this (as he seems to hint) by his 
noble associates; or, which is more probable, 
he discovered his talent, like Shakespeare and 
others, by the accident which first drew him to 
the stage ; is uncertain. 

The first subject upon which he employed his 
genius, was the tragedy of ** Alcibiades," which 
appeared in 1675*; and the result was such as 
might be expected from a young writer, who had 
not much directed his mind or studies to this 
arduous mode of writing. There is little reason 
to conclude that he borrowed this tragedy from 
the French. Palaprat wrote no play of that name 
(of which Dr. Johnson seems not to have been 
aware); and the Alcibiade of Campistron was 
not brought upon the French stage till December 
1686. Controversy, however, upon this point, 
is needless ; for, even as an original, it confers 
little fame upon it's author ; who, indeed, speaks 
of it contemptuously in the preface to his next 
play. 

* This was the year in which it was printed, but whether 
it was acted earlier, is not known. 
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• 

The tragedy of " Don Carlos,'' performed the 
next year, had a singolar influence upon the for-* 
tones of Otway ; and suddenly, by it's extraor* 
dinary popularity, brought him into competition 
ivith authors of the first rank. To explain the 
circumstances ifhich conspired to produce an 
event so advantageous to our author, will require 
a short digression from the path of our narrative. 

The province of poetry, and particularly that 
of the drama, was then chiefly occupied by 
Dry den, whose character, both as a man, and as 
a writer, (allowing for some imperfections quas 
humana pariim cavit nature) deserves, in no 
ordinary measure, our esteem and admiration. 
Compelled, like other men of genius in that age 
of neglect, to toil for the day that was passing 
over him, the vicissitudes of fashion, both in 
politics and learning, brought him often in col* 
lision with those who condemned his flexibility 
of principle, opposed . his literary dogmas, or 
envied his increasing popularity. Among the 
latter we may class the witty and profligate Wil- 
mot. Earl of Rochester, who saw the despotic 
authority at which he aimed in the concerns of 
wit and learning, endangered by the well-deserved 
reputation and growing talent'of Dryden. Be* 
sides withdrawing, suddenly, his patronage from 
the laureat, he endeavoured to efiect the ruin of 
his poetical fame, by the weak and despicaUe ar- 
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llSce of encouraging a spirit of rivalry among his 
fellow authors. With this motive, he patronised 
Elkanah Settle, whose '^ Empress of Morocco^' 
obtained such ama:&ing. success, as to infuse the 
utmost alarm into tlie rhyming tribe. Dryden's 
apprehensions prompted him to associate with 
Shad well and Crowne, in an attempt to pull down 
the^reatne^s of this formidable rival. But EU 
l^anah's popularity lost him the favour of Roches- 
ter; who soon after selected Crowne, Dryden's 
late coadjutor, a writer of too little talent to give 
him any serious uneasiness. But such was the 
influence of this dissolute nobleman, that Crowne's 
masque of " Calisto ; or the Chaste Nymph," 
was the universal theme of admiration at court, 
where it was exhibited, and for thirty nights at« 
iracted throngs of spectators. This distinction 
was not enjoyed with due moderation by the 
author, whom it likewise elevated above the le- 
vel assigned him by his patron. Roch^ster^ 
therefore, soon deserted Crowne, and transferred 
his patronage to Otway, who Had now tried the 
walk of tragedy, and promised to be a more for- 
midable engine for his purpose. 

Under these favourable circumstances appeared 
our author's second tragedy, entitled, ^* Don Car* 
los. Prince of Spain ;" which, aided by the pow- 
erful influence of his patron, soon attracted the 

VOL. I. b 
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royal approbation*, aad was hyperbolically pro- 
nounced ihejirst heroic plat/ of the agef. The 
surprising success of this tragedyj:, which lasted 
long after temporary causes ceased to operate, 
somewhat intoxicated our author ; who, upon 
it's publication, bestowed some sarcastic remarks, 
in a flippant style, upon Dryden, who appears to 
have spoken of it with little reverence. It was 
at this period began Dryden's animosity towards 
Otway ; and it must be confessed, that some mag- 
nanimity was necessary to banish prejudice and 
resentment from his mind, when speaking of a 
performance, evidently extolled above it's merit, 
out of pure enmity to him. That he was not 
greatly deficient in candour, is apparent from the 
acknowledgment with which, even at this time, 
he is said to have qualified his mean opinion of 
our author's character. — " Otway," he would 
say, " is a barren, illiterate man; but, I confess, 
he has a power which I do not possess ;" and 



* To this he refers^ with a sort of self-complacency, in his 
motto to the play. Principibus placuisse viris, non ultima 
laus est, 

t See the Preface. 

I Downes says, that it was acted for ten successive days, 
and got more money tha«i any preceding modern tragedy. — 
Rose, Anglic, 
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being required to explain himself, said it was 
moving the passions. Such a compliment Otway 
liardly deserved before the appearance of " The 
Orphan." Another cause of offence wasr Otway's 
connection "with Shad well, between whom and 
Dryden had now cotnraenced that fatal discord, 
which subsequently produced the famous sa- 
tire of " Mac-Flecknoe;" wherein the unfortunate 
bard became a victim ** sacred to eternal ridi- 
cule." 

What was the nature or ground of the inti- 
macy which subsisted between out author and 
Shad well, it is not easy to ascertain. There was 
nothing congenial in their tastes, their tempers, 
or even their pleasures. The scenes of Olway's 
extravagance and debauchery, were occasionally 
enlivened by wit, or graced with elegance. Shad- 
well appears to have studiously rejected the arti- 
ficial coverings of sensuality, and as he professed 
himself an imitator of Jonson in his dramatic 
compositions, be proposed him likewise as a mo- 
del in his pleasures*. This friendship, however, 

* Dryden, speaking of Shad well, gives the following hu- 
mourous description of his corpulent bulk, and jrross plea- 
sures: — "He has often called me an Atheist in print; I 
would believe more charitably of him, and that he only goes 
the broad way^ because the other is too narrow for him. He 
may see, by this, that I do not delight to meddle with his 

i,2 
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mach to the credit of both authars, seems to have 
continued when they were in the ranks of oppo- 
site factions. A rare felicity, when the rage of 
party almost approved the sacrifice of every social 
engagement ! 

The success which attended his last effort) 
seems to have decided Otway, in despair of any 
other employment, upon following the profession 
of a writer for the stage. He announced, in his 
preface to ^^ Don Carlos," that he was engaged 
upon a third tragedy; still animated with the 
hope of retaining the patronage of Lord Roches- 
ter. Accordingly, the next year, (1677> he pro- 
duced ^^ Titus and Berenice," a tragedy, and 
'^ The Cheats of Scapin," a farce : with a dedi*^ 

course of life, and his immoralities, though I have a bead- 
roll of them. I have hitherto contented myself with the 
ridiculous part of him, which is enough, in all conscience, to 
employ one man; even without the story of his late fall at 
the Old Devil, where he broke no ribs, because the hardness 
of the stairs could reach no bones ; and, for my part, I do 
not wondei* how he came to fall, for I have always known 
him heavy; the miracle is, how he got up again. I have 
heard of a sea-captain as fat as he, who, to escape arrests, 
would lay himself flat upon the ground, and let the bailiffs 
carry him to prison if they could. If a messenger or two^ 
nay, we may put in three or four, should come, he has. 
friendly advertisement how to escape them.*'— Finrficafww of 
« The Duke of Guiser 
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Ofttioa to tbat nobleman, irvhom lie styles his 
*^ good an4 generous patron ;'' and who appears, 
from the warmth of the author*s acknowledg- 
ment, to have carried his liberality beyond the 
mere support of his name and influence* These 
two pieces, which were performed together, (a 
practice then becoming common) were both trans- 
lations from the French; the former from Racine, 
the farce from M oliere^ 

The encouragement which French literature re- 
ceived during the reign of Charles II., was not, 
probably, beneficial to our own, since it repressed 
the exertions of native genius, and imposed upon 
the nation, especially in dramatic composition, 
a taste not congenial with it's character*. Eng- 
lish audiences were oftener indebted, for theatri- 
cal entertainment, to Racine, Corneille, or Mo* 
iiere, than to Shakespeare, and our other early 
dramatists; and the stage was gradually filled 
trith pieces which deviated more and more from 
the chasteness and simplicity of nature. Hence 
proceeded the romantic attachment to rhyming, 
or heroic plays, cherished and diffused by the 
writers of that period, with little regard to the 
legitimate end of tragedy: for how seldom can 
the heart be interested, where the language bears 

* See Rymer^s << Short View of TrRgedy,^ chap. 5; and 
Addison^s « Spectator;' No. 39* 
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no resemblance to (hat of nature, and wbere the 
characters and sentiments are equally bypotheti- 
cal!-^ 

Passion's too fierce to be in fetters bound, 
And nature fiies him like enchanted ground. 

Prol. to " Aurengzebe,^' 

With this dejclaration of the impotence of rhyme, 
Dryden (once it's strenuous advocate) abandoned 
the use of it in tragedy ; and as his example was 
much regarded by his contemporaries, the ardour 
XoT heroic plays was superseded by a more jupt 
and rational taste. 

We may probably assign to tliis period the 
quarrel between pur author and Settle, which is 
recorded in a /scurrilous party poem*, where 
abuse is distributed pretty equally on both parties. 
It does not appear what g^ve rise lo the diifference; 
jbut a challenge ensued, and Elkanah is reported 
to have misbehaved on the occasion. If we con- 
sider this affair as alluded to in the following 
verse, it seems to have arisen at the Duke's Thea* 
tre, to which botji authors then contributed ; 

For here you'll censure, who disdain to write, 
4s so^e make quarrels here that scorn to Jight^ 

Epil. to " Cheats qfScapin:' 



* « The Tory Ppets," in which Dryden, and the other 
})oet8 of that party, are lampooned^ as well a^ Otway. 
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. At length, by means of the Earl of Ply mouth', 
Otway was relieved from precarious dependenoe 
upon the smiles of an audience for support. The 
state of public affairs requiring an addition to the 
military force of the country, he obtained, by the 
interest of his patron, a cornet's commission in a 
new regiment of horse ; which, forming part of 
the army commanded by the Duke of Monmouth, 
he accompanied to Flanders. Before his depar- 
ture, however, he had written a comedy, called 
" Friendship in Fashion;" which appeared in 
1678. This was the first time he^^entured to pay 
court to the comic muse. 

It is hardly necessary to observe, that the same 
powers which constitute a good writer of tragedy, 
are not sufficient of themselves to ensure success 
in the other department of the drama, which de» 
pends upon the exertion of talents essentially dif- 
ferent. This will, therefore, diminish our sur- 
prise at the disproportion of Otway's powers in 
tragedy and comedy. But in judging of his 
efforts in the latter, we adopt a rule which he was 
compelled to disregard, A happy improvement 
in morals has purified the stage, and proscribed 
licentiousness ; but in Otway's time, indecency, 
so far from bein^ in disrepute, was an indispensa- 
ble quality in a comedy : none, in short, succeeded 
without it. Writers must conform their taste to 
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that of their audience. If, therefore, the Iegis« 
lators of the drama applauded those scenes most, 
trhere grossoess constituted the obvious feature^ 
ure may charitably suppose that authors often 
sacrificed, unwillingly, their judgment to their 
interest. The torrent of immorality, thus un* 
checked by those to whom it belonged to resist 
it^s first encroachments, soon polluted the stage: 
mirth was excited by profanity, and ribaldry was 
esteemed as wit. No proof of the depravity of 
jtaste to which we allude, can be more convinc- 
ing, than thatr" Friendship in Fashion," cer- 
;tainly a most immoral play, is reckoned by Lang*- 
baine a very diverting one, and stated to have 
met with general applause. 

Recurring to Otway, who had deserted poetry 
to acquire laurels in the fields of military renown; 
we find him returning, shortly, to his native 
country, io deplorable indigence and distress. So 
stidden a retreat has been interpreted by some 
(without any apparent ground), into a conscious- 
ness of an infirmity of courage, which withheld 
him from a resolute discharge of the duties re- 
quired by his station. This? it is said, dictated 
the surrender of his commission, and the loss of 
Lord Plymouth's friendship soon followed. But 
as the troops, on foreign service to which he be- 
longed, were recalled and disbanded, partly in 
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Jaly, and the remainder in August, 1678*, vre 
may find the cause of his re-appearanee without 
seeking to load, unnecessarily, the poet's charac- 
ter with de^race. - The afiair is, besides, am^y 
explained in the epilogue to << Gaius Martua," 
his next play f ; and it cannot be expected that 
if it involved any disgraceful circumstances, he 
should thus wantonly have contributed ta blacken 
and asperse his own character. The sums ap« 
propriated to the payment pf these troops, having 
been dissipated, or diverted to other purposes^ 
ihey were paid hy debentures^ the credit of which 
was so low, that Otway was glad, long after- 
wards, to exchange his own at a heavy discount ;(• 
'This accounts for his extreme poverty. 

♦ 4th June, 1678, the Commons voted 200,000^. towards 
paying off the new levies, which were to be discharged by 
the end of the month; but this period was afterwards pro- 
longed till 27th July. The remainder of the troops were 
disbanded after the peace of Nimeguen, lltb August,— 
B^pin, vol. ii. 

t *^ But which amongsit you is there to be fouiid. 
Will take his third day's pawn for fifty pound? 
Or, now he is cashiered, will fairly venture 
To give him ready money for's debenture f 
Therefore, when he received that fatal doom, .^ 

This play came forth, in hopes his friends would come > 
To help a poor disbanded soldier home/' -' 

t << TyrBs Fortune made me a soldier, a rogue in red, th^ 
grievance of the nation ^ Fortune made the peace just wh«a 
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But this was not the only hardship which Ot* 
way had now to endure. His distresses, instead 
ef exciting the compassion, attracted the mali* 
cious wit of Lord Rochester ; who, forgetting the 
ties of former intimacy, attacked the unfortunate 
poet, in the following verses of a lampoon, en* 
titled, " A Session of the Poets;" or, " A Trial 
of the Poets for the Bays :*' — 

Tom Otway came, next, Tom ShadwelKs dear zany, 

And swears for heroics he writes best of any; 

Don Carlos his pockets so amply bad fiU'd, 

That his mange was quite cur d, and his lice were all kiU*d*. 

But Apollo had seen his face on the stage, ^. 

And prudently did not think fit to engage v 

The scum of a playhouse, for the prop of an age. ^ 

we were on the brink of a war; then Fortune disbanded us, 
and lost us two months* pay : Fortune gave us debentures, in- 
stead of ready money, and by very good fortune I sold mine, 
and lost heartily by it, in hopes the grinding ill-natur*d dog 
that bought it, will never get a shilling for't." — " Soldier^s 
Fortune," vol. ii. p. 304. 

* This refers to a report, mentioned by Wood, that Ot- 
way returned from Flanders mangy, and covered with ver- 
min. — Ath. Ox. vol. ii. col. 781. "Don Carlos,*' however, was 
represented in 1676, two years before our author's return 
from the continent; and this anachronism has induced some 
to suppose, that the lampoon ' was written on another occa- 
sion. But Wood expressly mentions, that it was designed 
to ridicule the miserable plight in which our author came 
back to his native country. No breach had taken place be- 
tween the parties in 1677; at which time Otway dedicated a 
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Tbe bitterness \rhich yre discern in these Hnes, 
iras not caused hy an offence of trifling moment; 
and we shall, perhaps, be correct in imputing it 
to the presumptuous rivalry of our poet in aa 
affair of love and gallantry. The strong attach- 
ment which Otway discovered for Mrs. Barry, 
seems to have commenced at that early period, 
when both were unsuccessful candidates for his- 
trionic fame. This actress, who subsequently, 
gained so great a reputation, was the daughter of 
a Colonel Barry, whoise property having been 
sacrificed during the civil wars, in the service 
of the King, he was unable to maintain his family 
in independence. His daughter was educated at 
the expense of Lady Da venant , with whom she con-> 
stantly resided, and acquired that knq^teledge o£ 
polished life and manners from which ^he after- 
wards derived so important an advantage. By 
tbe advice and recommendation of this lady (when 
she could not have been mpre th^n sixteen), she 
tried tbe stage; but the disadvantages under 

play to Rochester. The design of the latter, in alluding to 
** Don Carlos," was, perhaps, to mortify the poet, by remind- 
ing him how much he was indebted to his influence for it's 
success. The lampoon was probably circulated in the coffee- 
houses (a common practice in those days); for it was not 
printed tiU it appeared among a collection of Lord Roches- 
ffit's poems, piiblish.ed in 1680, the year in which he died. 
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vhich she laboured were yery disconniging. At 
this period she was noticed by Lord Rochester^ 
mho was soon captirated by her sense and ae-^ 
complisbnients; and had disGemment to prognos-' 
ticate her fatnre excellence, and ability to re* 
medy, by his judicions instructions, tlie defects 
in her pronunciation and deliTery, which bin* 
defed the display of her powers. His affection 
be retained for her till his death ; with more con- 
stancy than might have been expected from his 
character*. Our author's acquaintance with this 
lady commeocing when her prospects contained 
little that could sooth her yanity^ bis addressee 
were, probably, not repelled ; but they soon ex- 
perienced neglect, npon the appearance of a rival 
so lavishljr endowed with attractions as Rochester* 
Otway, however,, not daunted by so unpropitious 
an event, still continued the pursuit; and en« 
duved, with as much calmness as his impatiest 
temper would permit,, the caprices of a woman 
who contemned him, and whose private life was 
not very amiablet. This disappointment of a 



* He had a son by her (as appears by his letters), to whom 
he left an annuity of 40/. This is, probably, the child to 
which Otway alludes in his second letter. 

t Tom Brown^ of facetious memory, reports of Mins. Barrf, 
that she did not know the lover who gave her five guineas 
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passion vhich appears to have taken firm hold 
of his hearty caused him abundance of disquietude ; 
and gave a tender caat of melancholy to the love* 
scenes in his succeeding tragedies^ especially "where 
the subjects of neglect or scorn were introduced. 
What singularly tended to nourish the flame in his 
breast, was Mrs. Barry's frequent performance of 
Monimia and Belvidera. The force and feeling 
she gave to the pathetic sentiments in those cha* 
racters, drew tears from the greater part of her 
audience* ; and must have had a romantic effect 
upon Otway, who heard his own sentiments de« 
livered in the moving tones of one he so passion* 
ately admired. This unconquerable attachment 
produced those ardent and eloquent epistles, 
vrhich are certainly the finest specimens of Ot- 
way's prose compositionsf . 

over-night, unless he brought the same sum in the moniing. — 
Browv^$ Works, vol. iii. 

* Honest Downessaysy '< These three parts (viz. Monimia, 
Belvidera, and Isabella, in Southern's ^' Fatal Marriage'^) 
gained her the name of famous Mrs. Barry, both at court and 
city, for whenever she acted any of those three parts, she 
forc'd tears from the eyes of her auditory, especially those 
who have any sense of pity for the distressed.** — Rose. Anglic, 

t There are some passages in these letters (particularly 
the second), not inferior, in pathos and eloquence^ to his tra- 
gedies. 
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To resume our narrative. Our author, tliu§ 
thrown back upon his former employment for 
subsistence, produced, in 1680, " The History 
and Fall of Caius Marius;^' a tragedy upon 
t?hich he had been engaged while he resided in 
the camp. A great part of this play he has 
transferred from Shakespeare. This he acknow* 
ledges in the prologue, and in terms which, 
•while they grace the character of that great bard, 
confer no small praise upon our author, who had 
judgment to appreciate, and boldness to declare, 
the merits of Shakespeare, when his province had 
so long been usurped by rant and affectation. 
There is likewise a political design in this play ; 
for Otway had now imraerged in politics ; and 
ranging himself, along with Dryden, on the 
court, or tory side, opposed the violences of the 
opposite faction. During the dissentions which 
prevailed at this period, scarcely a play was 
written that did not bear some analogy to tempo- 
rary occurrences : the authors not hesitating to 
admit absurdities, rather than exclude their fa- 
vourite topics. Perhaps few subjects could be 
better chosen, than this of Otway, to expose, 
without apparent (.lesign, the dangers arising from 
intestine discord. The insidious Shaftesbury 
was now master of the affections of the populace; 
and as this influence, when improperly exerted. 
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is every where attended with similar consequei^ces, 
the cruel triamph which Marias obtained, by 
means of plebeian clamour, over the liberties of 
his country, silently admonished the nation how 
they should distrust the measures of that design* 
ing politician. This secured the play a reception 
among the loyal part of the audience ; but it's 
success was chiefly owing to those ludicrous scenes 
with which it is diversified; and which, to the 
discredit of the age, were preferred to the most 
masterly touches of genuine passion^. 

With a more avowed party motive, he like- 
wise published this year, ^^ The Poet's Complaint 
of his Muse ;" in which his satire of the whig fac- 
tion is now almost lost in the labyrinths of alle- 
gory. He promised a second part, but his early 
death frustrated the design. 

A more importantiaccession was made, this year, 
to his literary reputation, by the appearance of 
** The Orphan," a tragedy founded upon a popu- 
lar novel f • The promise which he gave, in an 



* Otway*s "Caius Marias," occupied the place of '* Romeo 
and Juliet'* for near seventy years. The celebrity which 
Underbill and Noakes, the comic actors, acquired in this 
play, is spoken of in the epilogue. 

t The tale^ which is inserted in the Appendix^ will shew^ 
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cariy altempty of skill in the pathetic, had now 
ripened iailo excellence; and even his eoenuief 
irere compelled to joia in the suffrage, almost 
universal, which ascrUied to Otwajan unriTsUed 
felicity in that great province of the dramatic art. 
As the work has been considered in another place, 
we shall only observe, that it was destined to pio« 
Toke the censure of two writers, whose charaot^s 
and m(^ives were remarkably different. The 
strictures which M. Voltaire, without any defe* 
rence to the opinion of other critics, has bestowed 
upon this play, are chiefly recommended by that 
talent for ridicule, which he knew so well how to 
exert, when passing his judgment^ upon works 
of whose fame and merit he was jealous. How 
his countrymen cmild form an estimate of ^^ The 
Orphan," by a burlesque translation of some parts 
of the dialogue, frequently interpolated with vul- 
gar imag^, it is difficult to conjecture. Such 
are the mean artifiees which the French critic ba« 
substituted for candour*! The other writer to 



that although Otway obtained the outline of his fable from 
this souFce, the sentiments and characters are entirely his 
own. 

* RemarquessurrOrphehne. " Melanges LiteraireSj" torn. i. 
pr tlus writer's accuracy,' the following remark upon the de- 
dication will serve as a specimen : '< 11 d^die sa piece a 1% 
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wbom we allude, is Jeremy Collier; who, 
.pidmpted by the laudable motive of purging the 
stage fro di that licentiousness of morals which 
transformed it into a nursery of vice, attacked; 
with that ardour of enthusiasm which a godd 
caiise naturally inspires, and in a style peculiarly 
fitted for controversy, those writers who contri* 
buted most to disseminate, and those works which 
most abounded with, the virulent poison of lewd- 
ness and infidelity^. As death had set his seal 
upon Otway , before the appearance of this cham* 
pion in the cause of modesty, his other pieces 
escape with little censure : although the comedies 
were fit objects of reprobation. Collier, with 
great propriety, confined his principal hostility 
to Dryden and Congreve, those living authors, 
who were yet able to extend the mischief. He 
charges one of the descriptionst in ^^ The Or- 
phan," with indelicacy ; and complains, more 
justly, of those harsh reflections upon the clergy, 
which despoil both the character and the office of 
that reverence to which they are entitled. 
■I ■■ .1 ■ ' '■ " ■ I ' l. t 

Duchesse de Cleveland, avec la m^me naivete qu'il a ^crit sa 
tragedie; il fi^licite cette dame d*avoir ea deux enfans de* 
Charles IL'' 

* *' A Short View of the Immorality and Profaneness of 
the English Stage/\8vo. 1697. 

t Vol. ii. p. 223, 
VOL. !• C 
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In this year our aathor lost his early patron. 
Lord Plymouth; who died* the 17th of Octoiier, 
aged 28, at Tangier, a dependency which, after 
it had cost the nation a profuse expense, both of 
lives and treasure, was, in a few years, wholly 
abandoned* 

But Otway could not now exult in the favour 
and patronage of the great. He derived his sup- 
port from an unremitted exercise of his powers; 
or, to use his own words, his dailt/ business must 
supply his daily btead. In 1681 succeeded ^< The 
Soldier's Fortune,*' a comedy, which shews that 
be was not scrupulous in borrowing his comic in- 
cidents from others, to forward hisdesign of grasp- 
ing at the profit. Under the character of the dis- 
banded soldier, in this play, he often conveys 
allusicms to his own fortunes ; and in Beaugard we 
are presented with a pattern of the follies and dis* 
sipations to which men in fashionable life were 
addicted. This is," however, a favourable picture, 
to what we find in the works of other authors, 
whom we have, unfortunately, too little reason to 
accuse of exaggeration. This comedy, we are 
told by Downes, obtained extraordinary success. 



* According to Bapin, {Hist. vol. ii.] he was killed at Tan* 
gier; but Wood says, [Fasti Oxon, vol. ii. p. 153] that he died 
there of a bJoody-flux. He married, a short time before^ one 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



. I^IFB OF OTWAT. XXXt 

Und produced both profit and veptttation to the 
Theatre. Otway, notwithstanding, appears nbw 
to have felt sufficiently the irksomeness of bis 
profession. It is not difficult to conceiTe the 
pangs which he endured, with a spirit not yet^ 
inured to want, or subdued by adTersiiy. Ex« 
posed by his situation, as an author, to the shafts 
of malice; alternately elevated with promises, and 
dejected by scorn and neglect ; caressed for his 
wit, and despised for his poverty ; we must not 
wonder that these complicated vexations and dis* 
gusts should engender those gloomy feelings 
which he describes in the epilogue :— 

With the discharge of passions much opprest^ 

Disturb'd in braui, and pensive in his breast, 

Full of those thoughts which make th' unhappy sad^ 

And by imagination half grown mad. 

The poet led abroad his mourning mase, &c.; 

The incessant occupations in which our author 
was now engaged, have rendered this period of 
his life almost wholly barren of events : we can, 
therefore, do little more than trace the order of 
his publications. Although busied in dramatic 
composition, Otway was one of those who com- 
plimented Creech upon the appearance of bia 

of the daughters of the Earl of Danby ; but leaving no issue, 
the title was conferred upon Lord Windsor, l^rom what cause 
he obtained the name of Don Carlos, it does not appear. 
c2 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



XXXTl LIFE OF OTWAY. 

Lucretius, a translation of considerable merit, yet 
much below the extravagant encomiums it ob- 
tained. He likewise contributed a few pieces to 
Tonsoii's first Miscellany, chiefly consisting of 
poems by a class of writers who have been de- 
scribed.as 

The mob of gentlemen who write with ease. 

It is justly observed by Langbaine, thatOtway 
improved daily in his writing. We see an ex- 
ample of this in his next work, " Venice Pre- 
served," which was brought upon the stage in 
1682, two years after the appearance of " The 
Orphan." During this interval his powers had 
' visibly expanded, and advanced rapidly to- 
wards that maturity of excellence, which seemed 
to promise a succession of similar productions, 
worthy of being classed among the noblest efforts 
of dramatic genius. The fable of this tragedy is 
taken from a narrative of the Spanish conspi- 
racy against Venice, in 1618*; which, in Vol- 

* It is worthy of remark, that St. Real (perhaps out of 
tenderness to his countrymen) entitles it the Spanish Con- 
spiracy, although it seems to have passed under the name of 
the French. Sir Henry Wotton, who was then our ambassa- 
dor at Venice, makes the following mention of it, in one of 
his letters to Lord Zouch, dated 25th May, 1618:—" The 
town is here at the present in horror and confusion^ upon the 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



LIFE OF otwaV. xxxvii 

taire's opinion, far transcends in merit the work 
of our author. No stronger proof can be adduced 
of the astonishing influence exercised over the 
human heart by dramatic composition, than that 
this tragedy, unaided by the common artifices of 
pomp and grandeur, and by the mere skill of the 
poet, commands, in an extraordinary degree, our 
affections; notwithstanding, as Addison observes, 
there is almost a total defect of virtue in the cha- 
racters. The play has, nevertheless, no immoral 
tendency. We cannot refuse our compassion; 
but it is a compassion mixed with detestation: 
while we deplore the fate of the victims, we ab- 
hor their criraes. 

The propensity which existed at this period to 
convert the stage into an engine of faction. Has 
already been noticed ; and we have again tolanjent 
it's influence, which has disfigured, inmanyparts^ 
this admirable play, by contemptible scenes of 
comedy, which even the rude audiences of Shake- 
speare would scarcely have*tolerated. It was not 
unusual for other writers to indulge this frivolous 

discovery of a foul and fearful conspiracy of the French against 
this state; whereof no less than thirty have already suflFered 
very condign punishment, hetween men strangled in prison, 
drowned in the silence of the night, and hanged in puhlic , 
view; and yet the bottom is invisible/' — Reliq. Woiton, 
p. 253. 
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desire, by burlesque persanificatkm of liyio^ 
characters; but in a work destined to survive the 
memory of those civil broils, it is much' to be re^ 
gretted, that Otway should thus have been se^ 
duced by example; and consented to compro- 
mise his taste and judgment for so unworthy 
an aim*. Even the seccmd title of the piece, 
^^ A Plot Discovered," seems a poor contrivance 
to join in the ridicule which then began to flow 
plentifully upon that fruitful source of horrors, 
^he Popish Plot. 

* The old doating senator, was intended, as we have else- 
where observed, as a satire upon Lord Sbafeesbury; the irre- 
gularities of whose private life were well known. According 
to Derrick, the satire was introduced at the express command 
of Charles II. Dramatic Censor^ p. 2. The vehement ap- 
plause which the audience bestowed upon Leigh and Mrs. 
iCurrer, who personated Antonio and Acquilina, betokened 
the delight which this absurd medley of tragedy and farce 
afforded tliem. The last time the play was performed entire, 
was at the special command of George II. but the audienci? 
possessing a better taste, the comic scenes were condemned 
in defiance of royal influence. There is another instance, in 
this play, of the extravagance to which this fondness for buf^ 
fbouery carried the audience. In Pierre's spirited defiance of 
the conspirators, (end of act 3), he thus addresses them-r- 

^' Thou .die! thou kill my friend ! or thou, or thou; 
Or thou, with that lean, withered, wretched face I^ 

Upon this^ an actor, selected for the purpose, of a jhoH 
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Otvaj seems to hare possessed small talents foe 
satire. His attempts in this mode of writing fre« 
quently degenerated into coarse invective. But 
even this was beneficial to his party: for vulgar 
abuse was a weapon greatly employed by the whig 
writers ; who, with the true-blue protestant poets, 
Settle and Sbadwell, at their head, now mustered 
a formidable phalanx. It is no small praise to 
our author, that he seems to have attached him- 
self to the Court from principle; and that his 
devotedness to the Duke of York was less prompt- 
ed by interest, than the result of sincere aflfection 
to his person. But however honourable might 
be the motive, his engaging furiously in the ser- 
vice of a faction, was extremely prejudicial to 
one so needy of patronage as Otway. A writer 
who enlists himself under the banners of a party, 
cannot transgress it's limits to seek a patron. 

It may, perhaps, excite surprize, that the many 
dramatic works which our author now i^omposed^ 
in such quick succession, most of which were sue* 
cessful, should not have rescued him from hisv 

unfortunate figure^ and meagre visage, presented himself to 
the audience^ with a half-drawn sword, and converted this 
$ne passage into harlesque. Tony Aston, the itinerant come- 
dian, was the last actor of this ridicujous part.— Davie/ 
Tham* MisceL 
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Iiabitual poverty. But this is founded upon an 
erroneous conception of the profits which accrued 
to an author from these productions. Theatrical 
amusements were not, at that time, the general 
resort of the people; for religious prejudices still 
•withheld many, and others were restrained, by 
motives of delicacy, from giving countenance to 
that shameless depravity of manners which ,then 
disgraced the stage. Thus the theatre was fro^ 
quented only by particular classes ; and as these 
were attracted more by novelty than excellence, 
no piece, however popular, could long maintain 
it's influence. Variety constituted the Drama's 
chief fare* The profits, therefore, of a play were 
trifling, when compared with what it would pro- 
duce at the present djay; and, consequently, the 
amount of an author's share was never consider- 
able. We find that an author, in Qtway's time, 
had.no more than one benefit from a new play^ 
which wa5 on the third night. Some years after- 
ward. Southern was the first instance of an au- 
thor.obtaining likewise the sixth. It was not till 
the year 1720 that the profits of three representa- 
tions became the right of the author*. Dryden 
estimates the gain of a play at 100/.; and Gildon 
states, that " The Orphan," and " Venice Pre- 

f Malone^s " Hist. Account of the English Stage.** 
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fcrved," produced Otway the same sum each*. 
The items were as follows: — The third night 
yielded commonly about 70/. The copy sold for 
20/. ; and the dedication procured from five to ten 
guineas, according to the liberality of the patron. 
But even this estimate appears somewhat exagge- 
rated in what regard* Otway; for it is a singular 
fact, not noticed by Mr. Malone, that old Jacob 
Tonson purchased the original copy-right of 
** Venice Preserved," the noblest offspring of our 
author's genius, for Jif teen pounds! 

Tbese trifling supplies aflForded Otway only 
temporary relief; and such was the exhausted 
state of his finances, that these, we have reason to 
think, were often anticipated before they arrived. 
In the epilogue to " Caius Marius," he talks of 
offering to pawn his third day for Jifty pounds. 
With poverty came all those attendant ills which 
a generous spirit feels more acutely than actual 
privation : Mieglect ; wrongs real and imaginary ; 
the altered eye of friends : but above all, he 
secretly pined under that hopeless passion, whose 
stubbornness refused to yield to the most provoking 
scorn. Besides these evils, the obscure allusions 
contained in the epilogue to ." Venice Preserved," 
indicate how many enemies his writings had pro^i 

I ^ ' ■ - ' ■ ' 

* " Laws of Dram. Poetry explained/' 
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duced) and his apprehensions of their resorting 
to some dastardly method of revenge* 

Poets in honour pf the truth should write. 
With the same spirit brave men for itr fight. 
And tho' agfiinst him causeless hatreds rise. 
And daily where he goes of late, he spies 
The scowls of sullen and revengeful eyes; 
Tis what he knows with much contempt to bear, 
And serves a cause too good to let him fear: 
He fears no poison from an incens'd drab. 
No ruffian's five-foot sword, nor rascal's stab; 
Nor any other snares of mischief laid. 
Not a Rose-alley cudgel-ambuscade* ; 
From any private cause where malice reigns. 
Or general pique all blockheads have to brains. 

Perhaps the accumulated disgusts arising from 
these different sources, renewed in Otway an at* 
tachment to his early habits of inebriety ; and if 
we do not arm our minds with stoical apathy, 
compassion for the frailty of human nature will 
incline us- to regard this constitutional infirmity 
of our author, as entitled to some excuse, from his 
severe sufferings. When nature seems to sink 
beneath the pressure of distress, and not a ray of 
hope can penetrate the gloom of futurity, man* 
kind are often driven by despair to seek a refuge 

* The attack upon Dryden. See note, vol. iii. p. 95. 
Pryden and our author were now, probably, reconciled. 
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/rem intolerable thought in the smiles of the 
bottle. Thus it fared with poor Otway ; be saw 
liimself banished, in appearance for ever, from 
the mild delights of life, and snatched eagerly 
at the transient joys which intemperance afforded. 
Jt is a precipice, the paths to which, though 
^often trod, arestiU imperceptible. 

His last dramatic production was a comedy, 
ycalled ^^ The Atheist;'' in which are continued 
the adventures of Beaugard and Courtine, the 
iv/o principal characters in his " Soldier's For- 
iune." In this play he has carried looseness of 
dialogue to a greater excess than before. Jt is 
melancholy to witness the degradations of genius; 
jto see the powers of Otway at one time employed 
upon works which discover the chastest inspirar 
tion of the tragic muse, and the next momeat la- 
jMHiring to provoke a laugh by disgusting ob^ 
scenity* It was represented* in 1683, or early in 
1684 ; with what success, we are not informed. 
We may, however, infer that it had not been ex- 
pelled the stage in 1699, from Collier's Defence^ 

* The early copies of this coinedy say it was " acted at 
ihe Jfuke^M Theatre;^* but as the two companies united in 
1682» and as Bettertoo, Smith, and Mn. Barry, whos^ 
names appear to the principal characters, removed then to 
prury-Lane, tliis piece must have been represented at the 
Theatre 'Jtoyal, by the united companies. 
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vhere it is stigmatised as a work which, by it^s 
representation, was still offensive to religion and 
morality. , 

An event which happened in the early part of 
the ensuing year, opened very auspicious pros- 
pects to Otway, as well as to the other poets of 
the same party. Charles II. after a short illness, 
died in February 1684^ ; and as his successor was 
generally reputed to be firm and sincere Jn his 
private friendships, and desirous to reward those 
who had exerted themselves in his behalf, during 
the period of his persecutions, the exultation of 
the court writers appeared in their poems of 
affeqtcd condolence, great part of which was con- 
secrated to flattery of the new monarch. In the 
poem which our author produced upon this occa* 
sion, he is profuse of his encomiums upon the 
deceased king. There was probably little more 
than the usual sincerity in these praises, for it 
does not appear that Charles distinguished Ot- 
way ,.by his liberality, from the other writers in 
his jreign, \vho were only rewarded by the empty 
*^ pension of a prince's praise." Perhaps no 
part of Charles's conduct, not even the arbitrary 
measures of his government, throws a deeper 
stain upon his memory, than his neglect of lite- 
rary merit. It was in this age, falsely compared 
with the Augustan, that Butler was starved, and 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



LIFE OF OTVf AY. xlv 

Cowley saw his services rewarded with neglect. 
Otway was the son of a loyalist, a geniiis de- 
voted iu his attachment to the Court, and was, 
besides, possessed of the more winning qualities 
of wit and gaiety. Yet with all these recom- 
mendations, joined to his adulation, sometiroea 
prostituted, of rank and greatness, he was ne^er 
wanned by the beams of royal bounty*; and it 
was in the obscure recesses of penury that he ter- 
minated his unhappy career— 

like a full car of com, 

Whose blossom, 'scap'd, yet's wither'd in the lip'ning* 

This period was now fast approaching. The 
thoughts of the new king were otherwise employed, 
than upon relieving an unfortunate genius who 
languished in want and obscurity. Deeply in- 
volved in pecuniary engagements, Otway had, 
for some time past, withdrawn from the impor- 
tunate clamours of his creditors, to an obscure 
public-houset, the sign of the Bull, on Tower- 
Hill. It was at this place, remote from the' 
knowledge of those who could assist fairn^ that 

* The patronage and assistance which Otway deserved 
from the King, it is said, he sometimes obtained from two of 
the royal mistresses : the Duchess of Portsmouth, and Mrs. 
Nell Gwyn. 

t This gave rise to the ill-natured remark of Dennis, that 
" Otway died in an ale-bouse.'* 
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be expired, at the premature age of 34, on the 
14th April, 1685. From thence his body was 
conveyed io the church of St. Clement Danes, 
and there deposited in a vault. 

The cloud of misery which overhung the clos- 
ing scene of our author\s life, has given birth to 
a tradition of its being attended with most melan^ 
choly circumstances. The credit of this, how- 
ever, is established upon no certain authority ; 
and we may impute it's currency to the facility 
it offered, of exaggerating the proverbial neglect 
which the votaries of poetry experience. We 
allude to an anecdote related in a biographi- 
cal sketch of Otway, prefixed to an early edi- 
tion of his works. It is there stated, that having 
been long destitute of food, he sallied out almost 
naked, and, in the rage of hunger, entered a 
coffee-house : he met a gentleman there, from whom 
he begged a shilling ; the gentleman, surprised 
and touched to see the author of " Venice Pre- 
served" in so calamitous a condition, gave him a 
guinea. Otway immediately purchased a roll of 
bread; but being incapable of deglutition, from 
long fasting, was choked with the first mouthful. 
Such is the mournful account of the fate of Of- 
way, which has been perpetuated by those who 
have employed it 

To point a moral^ and adorn a tale* 
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The writers who have treated most copiously 
of Otway's life, furnish no confirmation of the 
•circumstance just mentioned; and Wood, who 
is, in general, sufficiently circumstantial, is not 
only silent upon this subject, but expressly states, 
that in his sickness (which indicates that his de- 
cay was gradual) he employed himself in com* 
posing a congratulatory poem on the inaugura- 
tion of King James II.* But we have, fortu- 
nately, the means of opposing certain evidence 
to the solitary, unsupported testimony of an ano* 
nymous biographer. Dr. Warton, in publishing 
the remains of Mr. Spence, has supplied the fol- 
lowing particulars relative to the immediate cause 
of Otway's death. Our author had an intimate 
friend who was murdered in the street. To re- 
yenge the deed, he pursued the assassin, who fled 
to France. Otway followed him, on foot, as far 
as Dover, where he was seized with a fever, occa- 
sioned by the fatigues he had undergone, which 
soon carried him to his grave in Londont. How 

* Athena Oxon. vol. ii. col. 781, 782. No part of this 
poem has appeared, unless the writer can be supposed to 
mean « Windsor Castle," or the " Pastoral." 

t " Essay on the Writings and Genius of Pope,'' vol. ii.— 
Spence derived the anecdote from Dennis, the critic. The 
n^me of Otwa/s friend was Blakiston. At his return to 
London, he drank water, which occasioned his death. 
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must every mind of sensibility exult that this re^ 
cord has been rescued from oblivion! Such a 
sacrifice to affection is highly creditable to the* 
moral character of our author, and shews that 
the ardour of private friendship, which glows with 
so much enthusiasm in " The Orphan," and 
*^ Venice Preserved," was not a fiction of the 
poet ; but entered, in a very remarkable degree, 
into the character of the man. 

Our regret for <he fate of an author, thus 
iramaturely snatched from the world, is ag- 
gravated by the knowledge that, at the time of 
his death, he was intent upon another tragedy, 
four acts of which he had completed ; and it 
was reported, that the copy had already been 
purchased by BentWy*, his publisher. Concern- 
ing this fragment, the following advertisement 
appeared in L'Estrange's " Obscrvator," a poli- 
tical paper, of the 27th November, 1686; and 
was repeated on the 4th December following : 

*^ Whereas Mr. Thomas Otway, some time be- 
** fore his death, made four acts of a play ; who- 
** ever can give notice in whose hands the copy 



* Richard Bentley, bookseller and printer, residing iu 
Kussell-street, Covent-garden ; to whom he dedicated hi« 
<* Soldier's Fortune/' vol. ii. p. 293. 
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^Vlks, either to Mr. Thomas Bettevtoiv or to 
<< Mr. WilUau Smithy at the Theatre Royal^ 
^< shall be well rewarded for his pains*/' 

Dr. Goldsmith^ in noticing this circamstaiict;, 
exclaims, ^' What an invaluaUe treasiue was 
there irretrievably lost, bj the igaoiance and ne* 
gleet of the age he lived inti'* And, CjBvtai^lj^ 
if we judge from the progressive, and almost 
daily improvemeDt his powers seemed to under- 
go, the loss which the drama has sustained is ine« 
parable. 

The person of Otway ]& thus described by the 
writer to whom we have alluded in an early part 
of this narrative : ^< His person was of the middle 
size^ about five feet seven inches in height, in- 
clinable to fatness. He bad a thoughtful, speak- 
ing eye^ and that was all:(." This account, as far 
as the portraits of him Tifill enable us to judge, 
appears to be correct. 

* An attempt was made in 17 19, to pass off a contemptir 
ble tnigedyy called ^ Heroic Fdendship^^ as the long^sooght 
production of Otway. The MS. w£is not in Lis hand-writing; 
bat the internal evidence of tlie play was, alone, sufficient to 
induce the public to reject it as an impudent imposture. It 
was printed, but never performed. 

t " The Bee," No. VTT. 

t Oent Mag. for 1745. The writer adds, ^' He gave him- 
self up to early drinking ; and, like the unhappy wits of that 

VOL. I. d 
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Of the private character of Otway, we have 
too little upon record to enable us to speak with 
certainty. It would be unjust to gather our con* 
ception of his morals, from what we find in his 
. comedies. Necessity, as we have before urged, 
was. his only plea for his gross deviations from 
propriety. Nor should we determine, that because 
his life was sallied by scenes of profligacy, his 
principles must necessarily be debauched. Let 
118 . remember, that, as virtue, in ..that age, was 
deemed rather a reproach than an ornament, he 
who was needy of preferment, would desire to 
shew as little of it as possible in his outward ac- 
tions. Those who saw Otway, judged him to 
be. as vicious as his companions ; but it would 
be difficult to shew that hb heart was depraved, 
or. that the sources of action were polluted. That 
he often indulged, his slppetites beyond what even 
the desire to promote his interest required, is pro- 
bable : for no man who throws up the reins of 
passion can speedily, or at will, regain them. 
The fairest view of Otway's character we obtain 
from his tragedies ; for such was the peculiarity 

age, passed his days between rioting and fasting, ranting jol- 
lity, and abject penitence ; carousing one week with Lord 

PI th, and then starving a month; in low company^ at an 

die-house on Tower-hill.^ 
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of his genius, that he transferred his own feelings, 
motives, and sentiments, into the page before 
bitn : or, to use Dr. Johnson's phrase, " he con- 
sulted nature in his own breast." His characters 
arc, therefore, faithful transcnpts of himsdf. 
Carlos, Castalio, Jaffier, and Otway in bis let- 
ters, appear all members of the same fatnily. 
With this impression upon our roinds, we cannot 
but regret, that neglect and desertion shonld have 
blaisted a character so eminently fitted for social 
life. The steadiness of his political attachments, 
the warratli and sincerity of bis private affections, 
evinced in his uninterrupted friendship with Lee, 
Shad well, and Duke*, and to which he finally 
fell a sacrifice, concur to exalt our opinion of the 
virtues of his heart. His flattery of the great has 
been objected to bim as a crime, but in this, as 

* It is impossible to determine, with accuracy, at what 
time our author commenced his acquaintance with Duke ; 
but from the ardent and affectionate terms employed by both 
writers, the friendship seems to have been remarkably strong. 
Duke, in particular, speaks of it with uncommon fervour. 
The poems of this author are neglected, rather unjustly; for 
they contain many excellent passages, and are by no means 
so libertine as might be inferred from Dr. Johnson's censure 
of them. He entered into orders some time before the death 
of Otway; and Dr. Felton has very highly commended the 
sermons which he afterwards composed. 
d2 
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ia otber cases, he was borne away by custom. 
As a companion, his cheerful qualities greatly en- 
deared him to his associates, from whom he re- 
ceived the familiar, yet aflfectionate designation 
of Tom Otzoaj/. It is reported, that he was re- 
markably fond of punch ; and that tlbe last thing 
h.e composed before his death, was a song in 
praise of that liquor*. 

We have now to consider Otway as an author. 
To speak of him favourably as a writer of co- 
medy, is impossible. That species of composi- 
tion, which, while it presents a decent picture of 
life and manners, is a source of rational delight, 
reflects in Otway the distorted image of vice and 
deformity. His sentiments are loose, his language 
coarse, and his wit without delicacy. Such 
were, indeed, the fashionable ingredients of con- 
versation in that dissolute aget. 

-*< in all Charles's days, 



Roscommon only boasts unspotted lays.'' 

POPE. 

* Gildon's Dram* Poets, p. 107. 

t The morals of the actors in that age, it may be sup- 
posed, were exceedingly corrupt; and among other expe- 
dients subsequently employed to purify the stage, a fine was 
imposed upon every performer who should utter an indecent 
expression. Betterton and Mrs. Bracegirdle were among the 
first subjected to the penalty. 
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As a comic writer, Otway ranks below many 
of his contemporaries ; Shad well and Crowne not 
excepted. This inferiority has exposed him, 
somewhat justly, to the satire of Rochester, al- 
though the judgment formed by that writer was 
rather hasty, considering that Otway had at that 
lime produced but one comedy.— 

Tho' ev'n that talent merits, in some sort, 
That can divert the rabble and the court, 
Which blundVing Settle never could obtain. 
And puzzling Otway labours at in vain. 

^^ Allusion to Horace, Sat. 10, lib. 1/' 

In tragedy, his two admirable works, " The 
Orphan," and " Venice Preserved," deservedly 
place him " among the first namei in the Eng- 
lish drama.'* As the merits of Otway have been 
ably discussed by some of our most elegant wri- 
ters, it will not be uninteresting to detail their re^ 
spective opinions, which will also assist us in the 
formation of our own. 

Dry den, after the death of our author, gave the 
following very honourable testimony of his excel- 
lencies : ^^ To express the passions which are 
seated in the heart, by outward signs, is one great 
precept of the painters, and very difficult to per- 
form. In poetry, the same passions and motions 
of the mind are to be expressed ; and in this con- 
sists the principal difficulty, as well as the e^^cel* 
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lency of that art. Tbis, says my author, ifr the 
gift of Jupiter ; and to speak in the same hcathea 
language, we call it the gift of our Apollo, not to be 
obtained by pains or study, if we are not born io 
it ; for the motions which are studied, are never 
so natural as those which break out in the height 
of a real passion. Mr. Otway possessed this 
part as thoroughly as any of the ancients or mo- 
derns. I will not defend every thing in his " Ve- 
nice Preserved ;" but I must bear this testimony 
to his memory, that the passions are truly touched 
in it, though perhaps there is somewhat to be 
desired, both in the grounds of them, and in the 
height and elegance of e^prcs^ion ; but nature ip 
there, which is tbie greatest beauty*." Addison, 
speaking of tragedy in general, passes to " Venice 
Preserved ;" and observes, '* Otway has followed 
nature in the language of his tragedy, and therer 
fore shines in the passionate parts, more than any 
of dur I^nglish poets. As there is something fa? 
miliar and domestic in the fable of bis tragedy, 
more than in those of any other poets, he has little 
pomp, but great force in the expressions; for 
which reason, though be has admirably succeeded 
in the tender and melting parts of his tragedies, he 

* " Preface to Du Fresnoy's ' Art of Painting ;' containing 
Q parallel between Painting and Poetry." 1695. 
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fiometimeS falls into too great a familiarity of phrase 
in those parts \yhich, by Aristotle's rule, ought to 
have been raised aiid supported by the dignity of 
expression*." Dr. Goldsmith, enumerating the 
.writers who flourished in the '* Augustan age 
.of England," makes the following mention of onr 
author: — " The English language owes very little 
lo Otway, though next to Shakespeare, the great- 
est genius England ever produced in tragedy. 
His excellencies lay in painting directly from 
nature, in catching every emotion just as it rises 
from the soul, and in all the powers of the moving 
and pathetic. He appears to have had no learn* 
ing, no critical knowledge, &c.+" — In Dr. War- 
ton's dedication to Dr. Young, of his learned 
f * Essay on the Writings and Genius of Pope," 
the English poets are arranged into three classes: 
the first consists of Shakespeare, Milton and Spen- 
der; and, with proper intervals, Otway and Leez 

* " Spectator/' vol. i. No. 39. — The maxim of Aristotle he 
quotes in tlie following words: " The expression^ says he, 
ought to be very much laboured in the'unactive parts of the 
fable, as in descriptions, similitudes, narrations, and the like, 
in which the opinions, manners, and passions of men are not 
represented; for these (the opinions, manners, and passions) 
are apt to be obscured by pompous phrases and elaborate 
expressions." 

t " Account of the Augustan age of England;" iu "The 
Bee," No. VII. 
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In ibe second class, Dryden, &c.— -The nataral 
energy of poetical genius^ is the quality for which 
those two writers were advanced to so high a dis* 
tinction. But this pre-eminence they obtained 
only in the first edition of the work, for it is curi- 
ous to observe ; that in the subsequent editions, 
the names of Otway and Lee are omitted*. — Such 
are the testimonies of our own writers; nor has 
the meed of applause been withheld by those of 
other nations. Giovanni Andres, in his Stato 
attuale dtlla Litteratura^ more just and liberal 
than Voltaire, makes Otway dispute with Racine, 
the palm of the pathetic +. 

"We find that the chief objections to Otway's 
tragedies are, that they do not conform strictly to 
the rules of the Drama ; that the language wants 
elevation — the ampullas et sesquipedalia verba 
of HoTace,«-and that some of the scenes are de* 
based by unseasonable mirth. The instances of 
the first are unimportant ; and he has already been 
resigned, for the latter ofience, to the severity of 
criticism. But with regard to the language, he 

* An elaborate piece ofCriticisra upon Dr. Warton*s Essay, 
appeared in the " Monthly Review'* for 1756 (vol xiv.); in 
which the arrangement before alladed to, particularly the 
elevation of Otway and Lee, is severely censured; and to 
this we may probably ascribe their degradation in the follow- 
ing editions. 

t Tomo ii. p. 346. . 
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was confined, by his subjects, to a familiarity of 
style; for the pathetic sentiments of distress wouldi 
be very unsuitably clothed ia an ornamented dic« 
tion. — 

Tragkus plerumque dolet sermone pedestri. Hor . 

Some parts, however, of the dialogue of " Ve- 
nice Preserved," arc highly poetical; but Otway*» 
skill was almost wholly displayed in the pathetic ; 
in the plaintive language of distress, and the 
soothing tones of affection. 

The only writers who approach him in this re- 
spect, are Southern, and Rowe. *^ The Fatal 
Marriage*' of the former, exhibits distresses almost 
too strong for the feelings; but the sentiments 
want that peculiar tenderness, which, in Oiway, 
produces a sorrow combined with the most exalted 
pleasure. The uniform harmony of numbers, for 
which Rowe is so much admired, somewhat ener- 
vates his sentiments, and produces an effect not 
altogether consonant with genuine sympathy; 
Rowe acquired, by art and industry, an excellence 
which Otway derived immediately from nature* 
In the works of the latter, we must not seek those 
charms which are supplied by study and applicc^- 
tion ; but it may be doubted, whether by a larger 
acquaintance with critical knowledge, they would 
not have lost in energy what they might have 
gained by regularity and accuracy: as the vigour 
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of a plant is sonietinies destroyed by an oyer-soli« 
citude to restrain it's luxuriance. 

The acquisitions of our author were certainly 
not extensive; but to aflSrm without limitation, 
that he possessed " no learning,'* is rather incon- 
sistent with the fact of his having received a regu- 
lar, education. He has acknowledged his igno- 
rance of the Tuscan language; but he was fully 
conversant with French literature, at that time 
the most fashionable study. His classical know- 
ledge was principally confined to the Latin au- 
thors; and of these, Ovid, Petronius, and Catul- 
lus, seem to have been his favourites. With the 
Greek language he was not probably very fami- 
liar. Dr. Warton asserts, " it is remarkable 
that there is not a single line in Otway from the 
Greek tragedies." But with deference to tlie 
opinion of so great a critic, there appears suffi- 
cient resemblance, in the two following instances^ 
to render the question at least doubtful. — " The 
Orplian" concludes with this sentiment: 

'Tis thus that heav'n it*s empire does maintain, 
It may afflict, but man must not complain. 

CEdipus, in Euripides, employs one exactly 
similar. — 

*AX.\« yag ri rcivrct S'piivw xai fAxmv oSv^OfAon ; 
Tag. yccg Ik d'swy oiyiy^ag ^virvov ovr» Hi fipsiu' 

Fhaini$8iB, v. 1749-50. 
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The other is in the same play : Acasto addresses 
Chamont — 

Fine speeclies are the instruments of knaves. 
Or fools, that use 'em when they want good sense ; 
But honesty 
, Needs no disguise nor.or^iament. Be plain. 

K« TTOixiXtov 37y roc vfi^ i^fxinvfxdrcov^ 
Ep^f* yaf aura yixv^iv* o S^ oHixoq Xcyog^ 

Phcenissa, v. 472-4T5. 

The occurrence of two resemblances so strong 
as the preceding in one piece, may justify a suspi- 
cion that the Greek tragedies were not wholly 
unexplored by Otway. 

Of the family of our author, (who was never 
married) there is scarcely any account. From 
Duke's Epistle we learn, that he had a cousin then 
in orders ; and Gildon states, that a near relation 
of Otway was, in 1698, a captain in the aipny. 
A translation of Count Turpin's " Essay on the 
Art of War," was published in 1761, by Captain 
Joseph Qtway ; who was probably a descendant 
of some part of the family. 

Such is the history of a writer to whom we are 
indebted for the most elegant species of gratifica- 
tion ; whose eccentricities and follies were too 
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severely puniftbed by n^Iect and misery. Great 
part of these evils (as it happens in mast cases) 
vre must, indeed, ascribe to Otway himself; ivho 
'wanted fortitude to resist, or prudence to elude, 
the blandishments of dissipation ; as well as skill 
to adapt himself to. the various turns and vicissi- 
tudes of foitvLUfi^ Those who live under the 
influence of an ardent imagination, are mostly 
prone to this infirmity; and, even in prosperity, 
forget that the greatest step towards ensuring a 
continuance of it's smiles, is a just and temperate 
use of the gifts it bestows. 
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ALCIBIADES: 

A TRAGEDY. 



Laudetur ab his, cu^tur ah illis. 

HOR. LIB. 1. SAT. 2. 



VOL. I. 
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ALCIBIADES. 



THIS tragedy is certamiy inferior lo the rest ttf 
OtiNfays draoiatic pr«>dactioDs. Mucb» iftdeed, of tbe 
rigour of cridcism must be abated in examining the 
first effort of an author, before he has beey tauglKt by 
experieooe the art of siia|riQg, and adorning to the best 
advantage, the rnde offspring of his geaiu^. Tbe in- 
fancy of Qtway's fKmers gave no extraordinary promise. 
The sentiments in this play are, with few.exc€|>tioBSy 
commoB ; and tiie language net remarkable for beauty 
or elegance. It*s faults, however, may be admitted to 
proceed in a great measure from it's being written in 
rhyme: an absurd and unnatural custom, which, in 
young writers, cramps and fetters the mind, deceives the 
judgment, and leads them into tedious and puerile 
declamation. 

Tlie story of Alcibiades is so well known, that little 
need be said respecting the plot of the tragedy. Otway 
has, however, rendered his hero a much more perfect, 
and probably on that account, a less interesting cha- 
racter than he appears in history. There is little to be 
admired in king Agis, who is rather injudiciously made 
to discover a passion for Timandra, and thereby lessen 
our abhorrence of the crimes of his queen, a woman of 
a furious temper^ strong passions, and masculine re- 
B 2 
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solution. The most amiable personage is Timandra* 
who is characterized by invincible fidelity and attach* 
meut to her lover, and that heroic courage which was 
not uncommon among the females of antiquity. Tissa- 
phemes (really a Persian viceroy, and according to 
Plutarch, one of the dupes« of Akibiades) is the villain 
of the piece. The rest have few traits to discriminate 
them from the usual subordinates of the dran&a. 

Dr. Johnson conjectures, in his Life of Otway, that 
this piece was taken from the Alcibiade of John Pala- 
praty a French writer. But the latter published no 
dramatic work till after the production of Otway's 
Akibiades. 

It was represented in l675, and report says, with 
some success. 
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TO 

THE lUGilT HONOURABLE 

CHARLES, EARL OF MIDDLESEX. 

MY LORD, 

I AM sufHciently sensible of ray own arrogance, in 
that being abnost a stranger to every thing of you but 
your fame, I durst obtrude so abject a trifle as this, 
under the patronage of so eminent a person. But that 
generous candour, wherewith you oblige all the world, 
gave me courage to hope you might at least pardon this 
first offence in me: and though, perhaps, the best pre- 
sents of this natune may not be more than ordinary 
grateful ; yet I have here my wishes, if the sincerity of 
my zeal may atone for the meanness of the offering : 
that is the farthest prospect I take, which, whilst I have 
in-view, I dare not (though, perhaps, as justly as some 
others have done, I might) complain of the censures of 
the world ; for since I have heard that your lordship 
proved indulgent, I were unworthy the favours you be- 
stowed, should I be concerned at. the malice or pet u- 
lancy of those, who (alas !) will needs think it modish 
to be critical ; but, in the mean while, forget it is as 
genteel to be civil. No, my lord, it is under your 
umbrage only I would court protection, to whom hea- 
ven has given a saul, whose endowments are as much 
above flattery, as itself abhors it ; and which are as im- 
possible to be described, as I am unable to compre- 
hend them. But as poorest pilgrims, when they visit 
shrines, will make some presents where they kneel; 
so I have here brought muie, by your own goodnesa 
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only made worthy to be preserved : in whose defence I 
can say nothing more, than that with it all my best en^ 
deavours are, and ever shall be, , ready to testify how 
much I am, 

MY LORD, 

The most earnest of your 

Servants and admirers, 

THO. OTWAY. 
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PROLOGUE. 



Never did rhymer greater hazard mn 

'Mongst us by your severity undone : 

Tho' we, alas ! t' oblige you have done most, y 

And bought ye pleasures at your own sad cost ; ^ 

Yet all our best endeavours have been lost. j 

So oft a statesman, laboring to be goqd. 

His honesty's ibr treason undersloed^ 

Whilst some false, flattVing minion of the court, 

Shall play the traitor, and be honocur^d for*t*. 

To you, known judges of what's sense and wit,") 

Our author swears he gladly will submit : v 

But there's a sort of things infest the pit, j 

That wBl be witty, spite of nature too. 

And to be thought so, haunt and pester you. 

Hither sometimes these would-be wits repair "^ 

In quest of you ; where if you not appear, > 

Cries one ; — " Pugh ! damn me, what do we doliere }^J 

Straight up he starts; — his garniture then puts 

In order, so he cocks, and out he strsts 

To th* coffee-hooee, where lie about hkn looks; 

Spies friend; cries *' Jack! I've been to-night at th' JDtt/»*k: 

" Tlie silly rogues are all undone, ray dear, 

'' I'gad ! iM)t one of sense that I saw tJ^ere." 

Thus to himself he'd reputation gather 

Of wit, and good acquaintance, bat has neither. 

Wit has indeed a stranger been of late^ 

'Mongst its pretenders nouglit so strange as that. 

Both houses too, too long a fast have known. 

That coarsest nonsense goes most glibly down. "^ 

Thus, tho* this trifler never wrote before. 

Yet, faith ! he ventured on the common score : 

Since nonsense is so gen'rally allow'd. 

He hopes that his may pass amongst the crowd. 

* This remarkable expression probably pointed to the Duke •/ 
Buekintfiam ; or to the notorious Caftam J^^ed^ whose villaniea, 
though of the worst kind, recommended h|in the more at Court. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



AiGiSy Kin^ of Sparta. 

Alcibiades, General of Athens^ hut JUd thence in duiam' 

tent, and made General of Sparta, betrothed to Timan^n. 
TissAPHERNEs, the old General of Sparta, 
Pat»oclus, his Son, friend to Alcibiades. 
Theaamnes, the now Athenian Genefal, in hte mth Ti- 

mandra. 
PoLYNDus, a Young Noble of Athens, his Friend. 

Deidamia, Quern of Sparta, in love with Alcibiadeg. 
TiMAKDAA, a Noble Athenian Lady, betrothed to Alcibiades. 
Dbaxilla, Sister to AlahiEides, and her Friend, 
Ardella, La(fy of Honour to the Queen of Sparta. 

Priests and Friestesses of Hymen, Spirits, Guards, 3fef. 
sengers, SfC, 
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ALCIBIADES^ 



ACT I. 

SCENE h—A Palace. 

Enter Timandra and Draxilla. 
[Shauig without, Theramnbs! Theramnes! The- 

RAMNES!] 

Enter a Servant. 

Timand. What mean these shouts] 

Serv, Oh ! all your hopes are crost. 

The gallant Alcibiades is lost. 

Ttwi. Hah! 

Serv. When last night the youth of Athens late. 

Rose up the orgia to celebrate. 
The Bacchanals, all hot and drunk with wine. 
He led to the almighty thund'rer's shrine; 
And there his image seated on a throne. 
They violently took and tumbled down*: 
This opportunity Theramnes got 
To sdpplant him, and his own ends promote; 
For by the senate he was doom'd to bleed^ 
And that his rival should in all succeed. 
But he, the threatening danger to evade, 
Is to the Spartan camp for refuge fled ; 
And now, by order of the senate, all 
With shouts proclaim Theramnes general. 

* The statues of Hermes at Athens, having, duroig the night, 
been mutilated and defaced, Alcibiades, whose frolics were no- 
torious, was accused of being the author of this outrage, and 
also of profaning the sacred mysteries of Eleusinian Ceres. This 
obliged him, afterwards, to take refuge in Lacedemoxh 
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10 ALCIBIADES. 

Tim. But is be fledl Has he so meanly done. 
To leave me to be wretched here alone? 
Is this thy plighted faith, is this thy truth! 
Oh too unkind, false, and uuconstant youth! 

[Exit Servant. 

Drax. Madam, believe not but my brother's just: 
You wrong his honour by this mean distrust. 
Think you that distance can hb love rebate* ? 

Tim. Thy young experience never felt the weight 
Of lovers' fears: if just, he'll easily 
Excuse that love that breeds this jealousy. 

Drax. But, madam, for thesci doubts no grounds you 
have. 

Tim. Alas! go ask of madmen why they rave. 
What more could fate do to augment my woel 
I love, am mad, and know not what 1 do. 
I, who before had nothing in my eyes 

But love and glory growing to delight; 
Like chymists waiting for their labour's prize. 

My hopes are dash'd and ruin'd in their height. 

Drax. Alas! we but with weak intelligence 
Read heaven's decrees; they're writ in mystic sense. 
For were they open laid to mortal eyes. 
Men woqld be gods, or they no deities. 
Perhaps the wiser pow'rs thought fit this way 
To give your growing happiness allay; 
Lest, should it in its high perfection come. 
Your soul for tlie reception might want room. 

Tim. Thy reasons, kind Draxilla, weakly move: 
What woman e'er complain'd of too much lovel 
No, had I naked to the world been left. 
Of honour and its gaudy plumes bereft. 
Yet all these I with gladness could resign. 
So Alcibiades had still been mine. 
But, he remov'd, what can they give alone? 
What is the casket when the jeweFs gone ? 

Drax. Madam, if he be gone, 'tis to obtain 
A nobler lustre, and return again. 

* iKf^«— blunt, obtund. 
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ALCIBIAOBS. 11 

Think you his great soul could with patience sec 

His rifled honours heaped ou's enemy ; 

And not his rage have grown to that excess. 

As must have ruin'd all ybur happiness? - 

But he withdrew : 

And like a zealous hermit did forego 

Those little toys, to gain a heaVu in you. 

Ttm. That zeal must needs be very weak and faint. 
That lets the votary forsake his saint: 
No, he is happy in some other flame. 
And from his breast has blotted out my name: 
So that there nothing more remains for me 
But a kind death, or a long misery. 
But death alone's th' unhappy lover's ease. 
That seals np to us an etenial peace : 
By that our souls to endless pleasures move. 
And we enjoy an everiasting lore. 
Yet e'er I die, as die I feel I must. 
To Alcibiades I would be just ; 
Fain would I let him know how I resign 
All in him that his past vows had made mine : 
Then to it^s seat in peace my soul should fly. 
And calmly at uiy lover's feet I'd die, 
Draxilla, for thy friend what couldst thou do? 

Drax. Madam, I could do any thbg for you: 
I know not what you'd ask me I'd deny. 
Except that cruel thing, to see you die* 

Tim. Some sa& disgnises for us then provide. 
From watchful eyes our sudden flight to hide: 
Hence to the Spartan camp I'll forthwith mov^ 
Borne on the wings of jealousy and love : 
For I'm resolv'd to know the worst of iate ; 
I would be bleat ; can be unfortunate ; 
Since ^tis the only thing of heav'n I crave. 
To meet a faithful lover, or a grave. 

JSInfer Theramnes. 

Ther. (Entering.) Stay, kind Polyndiis, here, 
Whilst I go pay my just devotion there. 
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12 ALCIBIADES* 

(To Tim.) See, fairest queen of love tod beauty, here 

Your faithfullest and humblest worshipper. 

Who comes to ofter up a sacrifice 

To those eternal glories of your eyes: 

It is a heart, as spotless and sincere 

As the chaste vows of holy vestals are. 

Accept, divine one, and pronounce my doom. 

Tim, Are you, my lord, to mock my sorrows come? 

Ther. No ; guided by my love, I humbly came 
To pay my duW, and present my flame. 

Jim. What name or duty can you owe to mel 

Ther. Next what the holy to the deity. 
When they for blessings at the altars move : 
Tis adoration, madam, join'd with love. 

7tm. Love ! I thought that had been ere thb o'er- 
blown; 
I'm sure it had small hopes to liye upon. 

Ther. That love v^hich only tedious hopes sustain. 
Is a dull, easy, and ignoble pain. 
Mine's an enliv'ning and transporting fire. 
Whose flames increase, and still are piercmg higher. 

7 tm. Yes, as from piles some wilder flames essay 
To mount, but baflled part hi fumes away ; 
So all that love you now so strongly boast. 
Severed from hope, in a weak vapour's lost. 
But you too urgent in your suit appear. 

TAer. Oh what's too urgent for a joy so dear! 

Tim, Since then you constancy so firmly vow. 
Worthy Theramnes, here I do so too. [Gives her hand. 

Ther. l^us when the stonns of love are overpast. 
We gain the wish'd-for port of bliss at last. 
I ne'er could doubt — [KisMS her Jumd^ 

Tim. Then know I ne'er can cease 

From my vow'd love to Alcibiades. 

Ther, I'm lost, and all those joys I saw so near. 
Vanish, and leave me wand'ring in despair. 
Thus, madam, barb'rous cruelty you've shown. 
Raising me up, only to throw me down. 

Tifw. Not to deceive you, I (Theramnes) know 
iHow much I am obliged t'your love and you: 
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ALCIBIiU>BS« 13 

SiDce yon such amplef kindness did ekpttss 

III favour of my Alcibiades. 

How poorly did you envy the esteem 

J for his matchless virtues had, and him ! 

When, finding him abandoned by the state. 

You, to advance your int'rest, did create 

New feuds; — 

As if ray love were balanced by his fate. 

No, he hadjaobler charms my breast to move; 

Unblemished honour, and a spotless love ; 

Which tho' perhaps now know another flame. 

Yet I have love and passion for their name. 

7%er. Am 1 then of all hopes of bhss debarr'd? 
Oh too soft charms swa/d by a heart too hard ! 

Tinr. You're something discomposed, sir, I perceive. 
And 'tis but modesty to take my leave. 

Ther, Oh stay, and pity a poor lover's fate! 

Tim, If pity, sir, b all you ask, take that. 

The9\ Heavens, can she at those chains she gave me, 
scoff! 

7im. You at your pleasure, sir, may shake them off. 

[Exeunt Tim. and Drax. 

Enter Polyndus. 

PoL How fares my noblest friend 1 

Ther, As those who are 

Tott'ring upon the brinks of dire despair: 
Help and retrieve me with thy assisting hand ; 
Love thrusts me forward, and I cannot stand. 

PoL Then, sir, turn back, and face your driving foe. 

Ther. Alas ! what can a fetter'd captive do 1 
iThe more I strive, the faster I am bound ; 
As ign'rant swimmers are with struggling drowa'd. 

PoL Timandra surely can't in honour less. 
Than crown your love with prosperous success; 
When she believes (as certainly she must) 
That Alcibiades has prov'd unjust. 

Ther. Alas, she loves him with much greater flame. 
And pays devotion to his very name ; 
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14 ALCfBlADBS. 

Distance adds to their loves a violence. 
And th^ir souls hold from far inteiligeuce. 
Thus my mistaking policy out-runs 
My fate ; and Tm by my own plots undone^. 

Pol. Why do you let your soul be so opprest I 
Tis patience best befits a gallant breast. 

Ther. Patience! what's thati the mistress of tame 
fools. 
That can in nothing else employ their souls. 
No; since, Timaudniy thou canst disapprove 
My just flame for an absent rival^s love, 
ril find that rival out, and snatch his breath, 
Tho' evVy step I tread I encounter death. 

PoL Now, sir, you're brave — 
Already you've disarmed Timandra's charms ; 
Methinks I see you reviling in her arms ! 
Lef s then o' th' wings of love and honour fly 
To th' field, and meet th' insulting enemy ; 
Where thro' the paths of death and blood ¥^'11 go 
To meet your rival, and his country's foe : 
There the remembrance of Timandra's charms 
Shall add fresh courage to your conquering arms. 
But if fate the success so order shall. 
That by your rival's sword you chance to fall ; 
I then (as honour justly will command) 

Inspired by friendship and Timandra's name. 
Will bravely stem him, and with this bold hand 

Revenge, or fall a victim to your fiamei 

Ther. Oh noble, gen'rous youth! whose tender years 
Such gallant courage and such honour wear! 
How can my aims but in my wishes end, 

[Embraces kim. 
That have so worthy and so brave a friend ? 
Come, my Polyiidus — 

Pol. On my friend I'll wait 

Thro' all the labyrinths of love and fete. [Exeunt. 

* A false rhyme, of which there are many instances in thi» 
play. 
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SCENE II.— The Tent of a PavUion Royal; the Kiiig 
ofiif Queen of Sparta, Alcibiades, Tissaphernes, 
Patroclus, Guards, Ladies, ^c. 

King. Now must proud Athens lay her triumphs 
down. 
And pay her glory's tribute to my crown ; 
No more shall slupid Greece her fetters wear. 
Nor make disadvantageous peace for fear ; 
But she herself must in subjection come. 
And humbly at my feet expect her doom. 

Tiss. Yes, sir; all glories must, when yours break 
forth. 
Go out, and lose their beauty and their worth ; 
And like false angels vanish and be gone. 
Dreading those shapes they durst before put on*. 

Pat. Athens, the world's great mistress, will not be 
Courted with low and vylgar gallantry : 
Her glory aims at higher characters 
Thatt heavy gown-men clad in formal furs. 
Who wins her, deeds 'bove common fate must do; 1 
And so she's only mistress fit for you. > 

King. Yes! and I only will ei\joy her too. j 

BvLi, noble, generous youth, thou hast alone 

[7b Alcibiades. 
Things worthy the Athenian honour doue: 
Thou like a tow'ring eagle soar'd'st above 
That lower orb in which they faintly move; 
A flight too high for their dull souls to use. 
Which prompted them that honour to abuse ; 
Thinking their baseness they might palliate 
With the dark cloud of policy and state. 
But let them that black mystery pursue : 
By worth and honour empires greatest grow ; 

* Otway appeaurs, from this distich, and other coincidences of 
thought and expression, to have be^ acquainted with Milton's 
Sublime ParaeUu Lost, notwithstanding thelittle notice it received 
at that time. 
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16 ALCIBIADfiS. 

Which, when abused, their glory does suppress, 
As r^vers'd prospects make the objects less. 

Alcib. Your's, sir, like heaven's great soul, is general; 
Dispensing it's kind influence on all. 
This makes success and victory repair. 
To move with you as in their proper sphere ; 
As fragrant dews leave the corrupter earth, 
Exhal'd by th'sun, from whom they had their birth. 

King, The truth of that we by your laurels know ; 
Conquest your arms, triumph still waits your brow : 
By your success th' Atheniau greatness rose. 
Your courage scattered their insulting foes ; 
And from that height to which by you they're grown, 
^is your success alone tnust throw them down. 
Thus have we made you gen'ral of our force ; — 
And all those honours you were robb*d of there. 
We'll make our study to redouble here. 

Jlss, And I (if that my malice tell me true) 
As diligently shall his plagues pursue. [Aside^ 

Alcib. Of all my courage or my sword shall do, 
I the success must to your virtue owe ; 
The honour and the justice of your cause 
So glorious are, fate must from them take laws : 
So you o'er Athens this advantage have. 
You fortune rule, to whom she's but a slave. 

King. Enjoy, my Tbsaphernes, now thy ease. 
And plant fresh laurels in the shades of peace. 
The glories thou hast won so num'roiis are. 
They seem as many as thy age can bear. 
But if thy spacious soul thou canst confine 
Within this narrow mansion of mine ; 
Be this the utmost of thy wishes' bound. 
Possess his grateful heart, whose head thou'st crowned. 

Tiss. HeaVn knows my age does feel no sharptr 
sting. 
Than to want pow'r to serve so good 9 king. 
But since time tells me that my glass is runi 
Setting me backward where I first begun ; 
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Since no way else they can their duty show, 
ni only employ my hands to heav'n for you ; 
And what my sword eao^t, may devotion do. 

King. How truly he a glorious monarch is» 
Tliat's crown'd with blessings so sublime as these ! 
Ho%v can I but in all things happy be^ 
Propt by such courage and such piety ? 
To me, with gods, similitude is giv'n; 
Tis power and virtue that supports their heav'n. 
Our royal standard to the city bear, 
TT alarm it to obedience, or to war. 
To-morrow must decide thf Athenian £aite. 
This day to joy and ease we'll consecrate. 

[Exeunt amn. prat. Tiss. 

Tlss. Ungrateful king! thy shallow aims pursue ; 
But, my brisk, upstart fav'rite, have at you. 
Was it for this my active youth I spent 
In war; and knew no dwellhig but a tent ? 
Have I for this thro' invious mountains past 1 
Demolished cities, and laid kingdoms waste 1 
Still in his cause unwearied courage shown. 
And almost hid his head in crowns I won 1 
Upon my breast received so many scars. 
They seem a war described in characters? 
And must the harvest of my toil and blood. 
Upon a fawning rebel be bestow'd ? 
Who, having false to his own country been. 
Comes here to play his treasons o'er again I 
Must he at last tumble my trophies down. 
And revel in the glories I have won 1 
Whilst from my honours they me dbengage. 
With a dull compliment to feeble age. 
What ails this hardy hand, that yet it shou'd 
Trimble at death, or start at recking blood 1 
Metiiinks tliis dagger I as firmly liold, [Draws a dagger. 
And with a strength as resolute and bold, 
As he who kindly would its point impart, 
A present to an envied favorite's heart.- - 

VOL. I. ( 
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18 ALCIBIABBS, 

And I, fond yottth, will try to vroA thy fall, 

Tho' with my own I crown thy funeral. 

Envy and malice from vour mansions flee. 

Resign your horror and your snakes to me : 

For Y\\ act mischiefs yet to you unknown ; 

Nay, you shall all be saints when I co;ne down. [Ejcit* 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — A Grove adjoining to the Spartan Camp. 
Enter Timandra and Draxilla. 

Tf'm. What uncouth roads afflicted lovers pass ! 
How strange, prepost'rous steps their sohrows trace ! 
Oh, Alcibiades, if thou art just. 
Forgive th' excess of love that bred distrust. 
Driven by that, disguis'd I hither came. 
Yet here, and evVy where, my grief's the same. 
But kind Draxilla's friendship can dispel 
The thickest clouds that on sad bosoms dwell : 
That does alleviate my griefs, and give 
My wearied soul a soft and kind reprieve ; 
Which, ever to forget, would be as hard. 
And as impossible, as to reward. 

Drax, The serving you my happiness secures, 
I'm only something by my being your's ; 
Since, equally with your's, my hopes were crost. 
When in your lover I a brother lost: 
Then, like an orphan, destitute and bare 
Of all, but misery and sad despair. 
Your kuidness gave my yielding spirits rest. 
And rais'd me to a dwelling in your breast : 
Then ought I not in all my soul resign. 
To ease her griefs that kindly pitied mine? 

Tim. In that I did what honour urg'd me to. 

Drax, And honour tells me gratitude is due. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



1 



ALCIBIADES. • 1^^ 

Tim. Bat how grows gratitude to that degree. 
To be aiflicted thus, and weep for nie ] 

Ih^ax. Alas ! that is the least that I could do 
To our worst enemies our tears we owe. 
Friendship to such a noble height should rise. 
As their devotion does in sacrifice, 
Who think they show a zeal remiss and small. 
Except themselves as nobler victims fall. 
With as great courage could I for you die. 
And my triumphant soul to heav'n should fly; 
There I again my friendship would renew. 
And lay my chiefest joys in store for yon. 

Jtm, What vast and boundless flights does friendship 
take! 
Beyond what search can see, or fancy track 1 
'Tis the improvement of the part divine. 
When souls in their seraphic transports join ; 
In souls united, so we friendship see. 
As many glories make a deity. 

Enter Alcibi ADBs/rom the back part of the Scene, 

Drax, Madam, yondei;: he comes who must retrieve 
Your drooping hopes, and your faint joys revive. 

Tim. My Alcibiades ! — :how I begin 
To think my misplac'd jealousy was sin ! 
Go meet him, seem all troubled and in tears. 
And with the tale I taught thee, wound his ears: 
Meanwhile I will withdraw myself this way. 
Nor would my swelling passions let nie stay. 

[Goes to the door. 

Alcib. What airy visions o'er my eyes there move. 
Like the good genius of an absent love ! 
Where'er I turn me, I methinks espy 
Timandra's hnage softly gliding by. 
Such fond ambition love his slaves can teach. 
To make them fancy what they cannot reach. 
For oh, divine one ! — 

How sickly joys, honour and greatness grant. 
When thee, the glory of my soul, I want! 

Z>rflf»r, My lord ! — 

c2 
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Akih. Guard me, ye powers! Draxilla hete. 

And weeping too ! Oh my prophetic fear ! 
What is't your coming here would seem to tell? 
Relate, oh, quickly, is my princess well? 

Drojt. Oh, sir! in that unhappy, fatal night. 
When to the Spartan camp you took your flight, 
When by the cruel senate you were drove 
Both to forsake your country and your love ; 
Timandra, and myself, as we were sat 
In her apartment grieving for your fate ; 
No sooner, with sad jealousies opprest. 
Her wearied soul in sleep sought after rest. 
But grief new scenes of misery brought in. 
And play'd in dreams it's horrors o'er again : 
Sometimes iier tender arms she'd forward stretch. 
Then fiercely at the empty air would catch : 
Wearied with grief, she then would milder be. 
And, in a hollow sigh, send out, '' Ah me !" 
At last she rose, and 'bout the chamber walk'd: 
Sometimes she started, then stood still and talk'd : 
Anon repeat some short aud pithy prayV; ^ 
Agam grow wild, and tear her precious hair : 
Till having so wrought sorrow "to that height. 
That her soul grew too tender for Ihe weight; 
Ere I my courage could collect, to go 
And give a hindrance to the fatal blow. 
She with her dagger stabbed herself, and said. 
Thus died Timandra, that unhappy maid. 

Aldb, Ye gods! Is't thus your justice you dispense ; 
To lay th' reward of guilt on innocence? 
Wliat the/ these sacrilegious hands have thrown 
Your images, those pageant glories, down ! 
Must you revenge on her I lov'd transfer ? 
You might have plagu'd me, so you'd pitied her. 
But thus I'll send my soul, where it may tell 
She lov'd too rashly, but not lov'd too well. 

[Offers to fall an his sward, but is 
hinder'd by Draxilla. 
Oh sister! do not hinder me my death ; 
Sighs are the only use I've left of breath : 
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One blow will put an end to grief and me. 

£a^er TiMANDRA. 

Tim. That, sir, you must not do, nor must I see. 

[Alcibiades starts. 
Why fly you back ? Nay, if you shun me now, 
I shall grow apt to think my fears too true. 

Alcib. Oh heav'ns ! does then my dearTimandra live? 
The joy's too mighty for me to receive : 
This was the greatest bliss heav'n had to give. 
How rashly tlid my impious rage profane 
Your goodness! Oh, but wash away that stain. 
Then I with victims will your altars load. 
And have a sacrifice for ev^ry god : 
Till by those holy fires this black offence 
Be purg'd, and purified to innocence. 
But, dearest, how could you so cruel be. 
To let such bliss be dress'd in mbery 1 
To tell me you were dead J — 
How could you think but th' horror of that breath 
Must damp my soul and chill me into death ? 

Tim, Alas ! my fears could find out no relief. 
But thus f assault you in the garb of grief. 
This trial of your faith my joy secures. 
As thunder ushers in refreshing showers. 

Alcib. Let us no longer then to doubts give way, 
But haste to th' consummation of our joy : 
So, with our bright united flames, dispel 
Those anxious mists that on our bosoms dwell ; 
Being of no other jealousy possest. 
But which shall kindest prove, and love the best. 

Tim. And when our faithful, happy hearts shall be 
Firmer united by that sacred tie. 
Flow in an endless road of bliss well move. 
Steering our motions by our perfect love ! 
There we with pleasure will recoimt each woe. 
Which we have passed, and others undergo. 
There We'll reflect o'th' various hopes and fears. 
The mournful sighs, and the impatient tears. 
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OC distrest lovers^ wbHst we'll kindly tfaeiu^^ *] 
Thro' a strange mystical intelligence. 
Give them redresses by our influence. 
Till so by ours — 
Their full-grown joys receive a happy birth. 
As planets in their kina conjunctions bless the earth. 
Alcib, Then, roy Timandfa, to our bliss let's fly. 
There's but one minute more to ecstasy. [E^eeuntf 

Enter Qu££N and Ardella. 

Queen. Oh my Ardella, whither shall I turn? 
I'm all o'er flame, in ev'ry part I burn. 

Ard. Your majesty — 

Queen. Fool, majesty ! what's that 1 

Th' ill-natur'd pageant mockery of fate ; 
When her ungrateful, sportive pow'r she'd show. 
Raising us high — 
To bar us of the benefits below. 
But I'll her servile policy despise. 
And niaka her stoop to love's great victories. 
Th' Almighty pow'r of Heav'n came down from thence. 
To taste the sweets of ara'rous excellence: 
Why then should princes, that are gods below. 
Think that a sin which heav'n is proud to do ? 

Ard. But, madam, is it not a cruel thing 
T* abuse a loving husband, and kind king ? 

Queen. Dull girl, thou know'st not what a husband is; 
Alas, they never reach the height of bliss. 
But ignorantly with love's magic play. 
Till they raise spirits Ihey want pow'r to lay. 
In that brave Alcibiades there swarm 
So many graces, he's all oyer charm ; 
Such killing airs in each part of him move. 
His brows dart majesty, and his eyes love. 
Oh my Ardella, I am lost in thought! 
fain would have thee — yet 'tis false, I'd not. 

Ard. Madam, your royal pleasure but relate^ 
y\l be as faithful^ and as ^rm as fate. 
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Queen. Art thou then skilful in love's subtle arts. 
Cunningly to lay ambuscades for heartsi 
Canst thou ex(>ress a melting kind desire. 
And give a feeling draught of love's soft fire? 

Ard. Madam» so subtly Fil his heart betray. 

As one, who by some great magician's pow'r. 

Is hurried thro' the regions in an hour. 
And for return again can find no way. 

Queen. My better angel ! fly then swift as time. 
Or thought ; thou gain'st a queen in gaining him. 
But use such secrecy as stol'u loves should have ; 
Be dark as the hush'd silence of the grave. 

Ard. Madam, distrust not but that I shall do. 
Both what is to your love and honour due. 

Queen. Honour! a very word ; an empty name! 
How dully wretched is the slave to fame! 
Give me the soul thafs large and unconfin'd; 
Free as, the air, and boundless as the wind : 
Nature was then in lier first excellence. 
When undisturbed with puny conscience ; 
Man's sacrifice was pleasure, his god, sense. 

Enter Tissaphernes. 

Tm. Madam, by th' king's commands I'm to you 
sent. 
Who attends your royal presence in his tent. 

Qvten. I go. [Exit Queen and Ard. 

Tis8. Now all is ripe, methmks I see ' 

Treason walk hand in hand with destiny. 
And both in a kind aspect smile on me. 
Now the whole court proceeds to solemnize 
The nuptials of proud Alcibiades ; 
Where ev'ry thing does as I'd wish combine. 
To give a happy end to my design. 
It is the custom at a marriage feast. 
The bridegroom 

With a full bowl presents his chiefest guest 
The cAps by my great secrecy and care. 
With strongest potion all infected are : 
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Which when our Alcibiades shall bring. 

And offer as his duty to the king, ' 

The poison asd his sudden death will seem 

Fully a ti^iterous design in him. 

Then n^ust the crown descend on me, and so 

I feast my rage, and my ambition too. 

Let coward spirits start at cruelty ; 

Remorse has still a stranger been to me. 

I can look on their paans with the same eye«. 

As priests behold the falling sacrifice. 

Whilst they yell out the horrors of their moans. 

My heart shall dance to th' music of their groans. [Ejni. 

Enter Captain of the Guards. 

Capt. Look that your care and diligence be great, 
See the gi^ards doubled, and each cent'uel set. [Exit. 

The Scene drawn, discovers the Tent of a Pavilion ; in 
it an Altar, iehind which are seated the King and 
QvE^n, attended by Tissaphernes, Patrocj.us, 
and the rest of the Camp ; about the Altar stand . 
several Priests of Hymen. 

King. Each day brings some surprize of pleasure, 
here 
Love vies his triumphs with the god of War. 

&> Priests of Hymen dance. 

The dance ended, enter Chief Priest and Priestess of 
Hymen, Priest leadingTiMX-SDYiA, and the Priestess 
AlcibiAdes. 

Priest sings. 
Distracting jealousies and fears. 
Heart-breaking sobs, and restless tears. 
Fly to the breasts that are 
Rack'd with despair : 
In this, 
Priestess. Or this. 
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Chorus. No tears but those of joy, no pantings but 
of bliss. 
Yes, yes, by love alone we see 
On earth the glories of a deity: 
For 'tis the greatest work above. 
To be innocent, and love. 
Those then that ilame so nobly here. 
What ravishing delights must they have there ! 
Chorm. Who on earth to their honour are just, 

and their love. 
Must reap the chief blessings above. 
Priest. Let's then proceed, and Hymen's aid implore. 
To join those hands, whose hearts were link'd before. 
Priestess. Agreed. 
Priest. Agreed. 

Priestess. Agreed. 

Priest. Agreed. 

Chorus. Hymen, oh Hymen, come away. 
Crown tlie wishes of this day. 
See, see these pure refined desires 
Wait at thy torch, wait at thy torch, t' improve 
their fires*. 

Whilst this Chorus is singing. Hymen etUers with his 
torch, and joins their hands with a wreath of 
roses, which the Priestess strikes with her spear and 
breaks; then they offer both parts upon the Altar. 

This ceremony ended, a dance is performed by four 
Priests and Priestesses of Hymen, all carrying in 
their hands short spears mujjted with flowers and 
boughs of fruit: after which, a Bowl is brought 
in, and presented to Alcibiadbs, who, immediately 
upon the receipt, bows to the KiifG, who descends with 
the QuEBN, and receives the bowl of him, then speaks. 

King. To show how strict a reverence I have 
For ey'ry thing that loyal is and brave, 

[Drawing near to Tiss. 

** This ceremony is probably an imitation of Catullus, Epithal. 59. 
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This signal honour, only due to me. 
Thus, Tissaphernes, I confer on thee. 

[Presents him the bowl. 

Tiss. Confusion! what means tliis? 

King, Nay, do not start. 

It is the off'ring of a grateful heart. ^ 
Come drink to such a depth as may express 
Thy wishes for their joy, and Sparta's happiness. 

7iM. I must obey your majesty — 

[Proffering to drink, lets fall the bowl, and 
seems to swoon back, 

Pat, Alas, 

My father! 

King, How feres our worthy friend ? 
Hence, quickly, for our chief physicians send. 
So much this aged hero I esteem, 
I rather could part with my crown than him. 

Jiss, My health, sir, needs no other help than this, 

[Faintlj/, 
That you will pardon it's infirmities. 
The wine was of so strong an excellence. 
It's spirits prov'd too mighty for my sense. 

Alarm without. Enter an Officer, 

Off. Dread sir, your camp th' Athenian force alarms : 
Without the city gates they appear in arms. 
And with a numerous and warlike train. 
Begin their march upon the neighboring plain. 
Their bloody ensigns all display'd appear. 
And hold an am'rous combat with the air ; 
Loosely they fly, and with a wanton play. 
Seem to salute the sun-beams in their way : 
Whilst their shrill trumpets rattle in the sky. 
As if with music they'd charm victory. 
And this triumphant pride does higher grow. 
That they may make a conquest fit for you. 

King, Tis well ; ev'ry battalion reinforce 
With my late fresh supplies of Persian horse. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ALCIBIABBS. ^7 

Their fate no longer will delay endure; 

Prepare to fight tbem in this very hour. 

I'd have this day hereafter famous be. 

For the renown of love and victory. [Shouts from afar. 

Enter another Officer. 

2d Off. The en'my, sir, does on the plain appear. 
And with re-ecbo'd shoutings pierce the air. 

King. So beasts decreed for slaughter, ere they fall. 
With their own belF wings ring their funeral. [Exeunt, 



ACT III. 

SCENE I.— TAe Camp. 
Enter Tissaphernes. 

Tiss. Curse on my niggard stars; they were so poor, 
Tliat my revenge pro v'd greater than their pow'r: 
My fury had begot so vast a birth, 
Fate wanted strength encugh to bring it forth. 

[Trumpets afar off sound a charge. 
That sprightly sound darts fiercely thro' my soul. 
O that I might one minute fate controul ! 
Could but command one happy, fatal dart. 
To send itself into the gen'ral's heart. 

Enter King and Queen, attended. 

King. Thus must proud states submit, when mo- 
narchs claim : 
They govern in a rude disordered frame ; 
As stars in a dim senate rule the night. 
But vanish at the sun's more potent light*. 

• Ai stars, &c. 

" You meaner beauties of the night, 

•* That poorly satisfy our eyes, 
« More by your number than your light ; 

** You common people of the'tkies, 
** yfb9l are you when the sun shall rise ?" 

Ftnu ly Sir H. Women. 
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Athens now feels the fury of my heat ; 
A pow'r like their's, divided, can't be great : 
It may tumultuous and numerous show. 
But ne'er contract to give a steady blow. 

Queen. In states^ those monstrous, roany-headed 
pow'rs. 
Their private interest public good devours. 
'Tis true, when in their hands a rule they gain. 
They know to use that power, not maintain. 
■Like pirates in a fleet, awhile they may 

Seem dreadful ; but when by some juster force 

Oppos'd — 
Each his own safety seeks, and shrinks away. 

Tiss, You, sir, have vanquish'd empVors, fetter'd kings. 
States are such mean and despicable things, 
Couipar'd with other glories you've subdued. 
Their conquest seems but a soft interlude. 

[Trumpets ft cm Jar sound a retreat. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. This miuute, sir, your glories are complete. 
The routed en'my makes a fair retreat. 
Victory, blushing they no more could do. 
With a full wing directs her flight to you. 

King. Thus, Deidamia, are our wishes crown'd. 
Love and renown in the same sphere go round: 
Our lasting loves draw lasting victories. 
Whilst courage takes his flame from beauty's eyes. 

Enter another Messenger. 

2d Mess. Thus, hourly, sir, fresh glories you receive, 
Athens no more's your enemy, but slave: 
Like the sad rums of a hurricane. 
Their tatter'd troops are scattered o'er the plain. 
And in disordered parties make away. 

King. Relate, how went the business of tiie day? 

Mess, Brave Alcibiades has wonders done; 
Ne'er greater courage was in Sparta shown. 
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Troops were not able to withstand his shock. 

Like thunder from a cloud his fury broke 

Go all his enemies ; and like that too. 

Death and amazement did attend each blow. 

Long doubtful fortune daUy'd on her wheel. 

And neither seem'd to move it, nor stand still ; 

Till at the last the brave Polyndus fell. 

His loss did so amaze the enemy. 

That in disorder they began to fly : 

Yet brave Theramnes rally'd in their head ; 

Tho' so their fate was but a while delay'd. 

For by our gen'ral he was captive made. 

At which again they did their flight renew. 

Will) numbers too so tatter'd and so few. 

It had been barbarism to pursue. 

Then fair Timandra, who from far had been 

An anxious looker on this tragic scene, 

With all the haste joy could, or love aflbrd. 

Flies to congratulate her conqu'ring lord ; 

Now both in solemn triumph this way move. 

To crown your glories as you crown'd their love. 

[Trumpets. 

Enter Alcibiades, Patroclus, Timandra, and 
Theramnes prisoner. 

[Alcibiades kneels to t/ie King. 

King, Sir, of your brav'ry I've already heard. 
So miich above the power of reward ; 
It were but just that I should homage do. 
And* offer up acknowledgments to you. 
Rise, sir, and give this ceremony o'er. 
The posture ill becomes a conqueror. [Alcib. rises. 

Aldb. Conqu'rors that are triumphant in the field. 
Must at their monarch's feet their trophies yield ; 
For all those glories which their conquests claim. 
They only have subordinate from them, 
llius, tho' my sword this captive has o*ercome. 
It is from you he must expect his doom. 

Ther. Yes, and in this you have o'ercome him too, 
lie cannot talk, sir, half so fast as you. 
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Curse; — tho' I am your prisoner, I bate 
To hear your pride upbraid me with my fate^ 
Alcib. Why, sir, was't not [my fevour that you live? 
Ther, No ; for I hate that life your hand did give. 
Know, had your fate been mine — 
I should have urg*d kind destiny more home. 
And there have rev,ell'd, rival, in your room. 

Alcib. Sir, for your love you show but weak pretence. 
When all your arguments are insolence. 
• Whence does it spring ? 

Ther. From whence your bliss you draw. 

Love, that ne'er clogg'd his proselytes with law. 
T lov'd this fair one first, and you must know 
rU love her still ; and what's all that to you ? 

Aleib, This rudeness, sir, my fury can't engage : 
You are ill-manner'd, and beneath my rage. 

Ther. But know, I'll follow still my hate to thee ; 
Nor shall my chains obstruct thy destiny. 
Thou didst supplant me in Timandra's love. 
For which I gave thy glories a remove ; 
And on thy ruins made myself more great. 
But since my wishes fate would not complete. 
My fury with my fortune slm'n't decrease : 
ril still pursue thy life and happiness ; 
By all despairs, dark arts, thy fall design, 
TUl in thy blood T write 'finiandra's mine. 

Alcib, Rave on ; know of your threats no sense I feel : 
Fd laugh at them, were 't not to lose a smile. 

King, But ril take care that he shall better know. 
What 'tis a captive for his life does owe. 
How dare you offer here these injuries'? ' 
Know you how much this gallant man I prize 1 
Guards! to confinement the offender bear. 
Be his bonds narrow, and restraint severe. 
Since in your breast such a hot frenzy reigns. 
We'll try how you can brave it in your chains. 

7?ier, So, king, as thou shalt envy what thou'st done : 
I have a soul can smile when thou dost frown. 
Whilst I Timandra's fair idea wear, 
I can't want freedom, for I'll think af her. 

[EAit, guarded. 
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King. Thus, madaoi, to your eyes must conquest 
bow ; 
Who are your slaves no otiier fetters know. 

Tim, If any charms in me there can appear, 
They only are coniiu'd and bounded there : 
No greater aims nor more ambition know. 
Than how, sir, to oblige him that serves you. 

Alcib. Your gen'rous pity to our faithful flames. 
That power which it gave them justly claims. 
Thus happy by your great indulgence made. 

In joys so perfect, nothing can remove; 
Your spreading glories ne'er shall shrink or fade. 

Till you forget I' aspire, and we to love. 
But how dare I usurp the least pretence. 
Who only borrow all my laurels hence ! 

[Pointing to Patroclus. 
This is that noble youth, who, when I stood 
Beset on ev'ry side with death and blood. 
To my relief such gen'rous succour brought. 
And things so much above ev'n wonder wrought. 

Pat. You, sir, that taught me friend«ihip, taught me 
too 
How much is to that sacred title due. 
No, sir, if your dear life at hazard lie, 
Tho' thousand deaths should dare me, on 111 ] 
And conquer all, or bravely with you die. 

Alcib. In gallantry you are so absolute. 
That I grow faint, and flag in the pursuit. 
Yet that return accept in silence here. 
Which is so great 'twill no expression bear. 

[Embraces him. 

Tiss. Hell ! Sure my blood is grown degenerate. 
Can this my son embrace the man I hate? [Aside. 

King. How, Tissaphemes, is thy good age blest 
In such a son, of such a friend possest ? 
Thus from thy rev'rend trunk fresh glories spread. 
And with their pious laurels shade thy head. 

Jiss. In this warm comfort patiently I'll sit. 
Till fate sliall come and claim her latest debt. 
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Soroetimes my youth's past triun^bs Til review. 
And please myself they were approved by you : 
Alas ! Fve nothing else left noir to do. [IroiUcalfy, 
Oh my dear boy ! Sir, be roy joy thus shown. 
Possess the father as you've gain'd the son. 

[Embraces both. 
King. Monarchic thna propt, the shocks of fate defy : 
No bonds so firm as those whidi friendship tie. 

[Ejnt King, attended, 

Maneni Alcibiadbs, Timanbra and Draxilla. 

Aleib. Now, noblest sister, how shall be repaid 
Those large endearments which your love has made ? 
Our happiness will but imperfect prove. 
If 'midst the growing pleasures of our love. 
We nothing else in gratitude can do, 
Tlian only wish a happiness to you. 

Drax, What T have done, sir, never had regard 
To that sinister thing we call reward. 
Good deeds their worth and value have from hence, 
Thev their own glory are and recoropence. 

Aleib. But, sister, if I might one question move ? 

Ih-ax. Your pleasure, sir?— • 

Aleib. Could you not, madam ^love 

The friend, in whom Vm happy since I came. 
In honours as renown*d as in his name? 
He, when I to him often would relate 
The sad adventures of my love and fate ; 
So much your gallant friendship did admire. 
That with your character he grew on fire; 
And bears a flame so noble and sublime. 
As not to love again, would be a crime. 

Drax. Sir, tlmt^s a thing I cannot now discourse ; 
Love rarely conquers with a sudden force. 
Nor must I that acknowledge as my due. 
Which was perhaps a compliment to you : 
If any thing in me he can approve, 
I may believe it gallantry, not love. 

Aleib. I shall no more your modesty offend : 
Pardon a forward zeal to serve n^y friend. 
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But if aught add a blessing, 'twill to see 

You made as happy as you have made me. [Exeunt. 

Enter Tissaphernes and Patroclus. 

TtS8. D' you understand, Patroclus, what you've done? 
Have you considered that you are my son ] 

Pat. Sir, 'tis a title I am proud of. 

Tis8. How can you then descend to things so base. 
That blot my glory, and my name deface ? 
Whilst thus your bUnded folly so adores 
Tlie only traitor that my soul abhors. 

Pat. How, sir? I dote upon the man you hate! 
No, I had never thoughts so impious yet. 
By all my hopes, if any wretch there be 
So unhappy to be held' your enemy. 
Rather than in my breast his image bear, 
I'd raze it from my heart, or stab it there. 

Tuts. Stay, lest you should pronounce too rash a 
doom : 
Believe it is a blow will wound you home. 
But I will try 

What gen'rous resolution you express: — 
Know then you must hate Alcibiades. 

Pat. Protect me, heav*n ! Can you command that I 
Should break that knot you did so lately tie? 
Was't not your love that did our friendship join l 
Did not your kind embraces second mine ? 

Tiss. Embraces I love ! and kindness I what are tliese ? 
The outward varnish that our hearts disguise. 
Hast thou so long with Courts conversant been. 
The various turns of pow'r and greatness seen. 
And hast thou not this mystery yet found. 
Always to smile in's face we mean to wound ? 
Come, you must hate him, nay, and kill him too. 

Pat. Oh let me rather beg my death from you. 
Can you command me, sir, to wound a heart. 
Whereof I do possess so great a part ? 
In that I shall prove a self-murderer : 
Piercing his breast, I stab my own image there* 

VOL. I, •^ D 
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Tiss. Come, lay these idle boykk scruples damu^ 
Do as becomes yoiir virtue, and my son. 
Can you behold him rev'Uing in my place. 
And turning all my honours to disgrace; 
And can you of so little value prize 
The honour of your blood, not to shed his ? 

Pat. Oh, sir, no farther urge this horrid theme,. 
Twill blast your glories, and your wreaths defame. 
Do but look on that life you would destroy; 

See if it ben't as spotless and serene 
As that which in their heav'n blest Saints enjoy. 
Pure and untouched but with a thought of sin. 
By all th' endearments of a filial love, [Kneelg. 

And if that charm cannot your pity move. 
By my dear mother's ghost, whose dying prayer 
Bequeathed me her chief treasure to your care ; 
This unjust^ cruel enmity lay down. 

And do not in his friend destroy your son. 

On the past brav'ry of your youth look back. 

There the bright paths of all your triumphs track : 

Think what 'twill be those glories to exchange 

For a base, brutal, infamous revenge. 

Oh, sir, recall, recall the dire decree, 

Tk such a deed as fate will shrink. to see: 
Jtss. Then 'tis the fitter to be done by me. 

Give this unmanly, childish pity o'er. 

Or ne'er presume to call me father more. 

Pai. Then see how I resign that interest here : 

[Rues. 

Thus all the bonds of duty cancell'd are. 

Whilst such black horrors in your soul I see. 

You're not my father, but my enemy. 

Now against me let all your vengeance come. 

Thus, thus my breast for your revenge has room. 

Brave Alcibiades 

No, since such barb'rous mischiefs you dare do, 

I'll die for him, but scorn to live for you. 

Why don't you strike, sir? Is your rage grown faint? 
Tiss. I fear I've too much trifled with this boy; 

Curse on his honour, 'twill my hopes destroy. 
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But ril smooth all in time. Oh my dear son. 

Now art thouiYorthy to be call'd my own. 

None but a heart that's truly noble, cou^d 

Ever deserve a title to my blood. 

No, may ye both in your brave friendship be 

As truly happy as I am in thee. 

That's curst [Aside; 

Pat, Is then my father kind 1 can he approve 
Our friendship? Does he once more crown our lov^? 
Oh, sir, let thus my acknowledgment be giv'n. 
As we for blessings offer thanks to heav'n. [Kneeh, 

Tiss. Rise, rise, thou comfort of my age ; I now 
Have understood all I could wish to know. 
Alas, in thb disguise I did but try 
The strength and virtue of thy constancy. 
Tis a refreshment to this hoary head. 
To prove that virtue which myself have bred. 
Thus blest in peace I'll to my grave descend. 
As the declining sun goes down at night, 
Pleas'd with the rising of an offspring light. 

Pat. Such mystic ways fate does our loves confirm. 
As rooted trees stand faster by a storm. 
After this shock our friendship's more secure. 
As gold try'd in the fire comes forth more pure. [Exit. 

Tiss. There's some foundation yet for my design: 
The captive's brave ; I'll try to make him mine. 
Unwearied I will let my fury range. 
And leave no heart unsearch'd to find revenge, [Exit, 

SCENE IL— .4 dark Tent. 

Theramnes m Chains. 

Ther. How sweet a quietude's in fetters found! 
That it seems almost freedom to be bound*. 
Tho' thus confin'd, my agile thoughts may fiy 
Thro' all the regions of variety* 

• •* Most welcome, bondage I for thou art a way, 
" I think", to liberty." 

Sbai. Cymhdini'. 
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Here in a trice I can the world nin o'er. 

And finish whole ;years' labours in an hour* 

But oh my mistress! my Timandra lost! 

That is the only bitterness I taste. 

This outward fetter but ray body chains. 

But that the freedom of my soul detains. 

Why by my rival's sword did I not fall 1 

So bravely have embrac'd one death for all. 

Yet why should I court such an abject fate 1 

Courage is the supporter of the great. 

Methinks I've something yet to do, might prove 

Becoming both my glory and my love. 

I'll hah! this does my busy thoughts prevent. 

Enter Tissaphernbs. 

Is that old fiend for a tormenter sent! 
Good sir, upon what message are you come? 
Am I then destin'd to some harder doomi 

Jtss. No, I am come to give your sorrows ease. 
I know \ou hate, sir, Alcibiades : 
Nay, and I know you love Timandra too. 

TTUr, Well, sir, all this I know as well as you. 

T^ss. Come, if you dare be brave, be't on this theme: 
Dare you, sir, ravish her, and murder him? 

T7ier. For what dark ends do you this question bring? 
Dare! 'sdeath, old sir, I dare do any thing. 

Tiss. That word then all my former doubts secures ; 
Be only res'lute, and Timandra's yours. 
My stratagems so subtly I will lay. 
That to your arms your mistress I'll betray. 
Thus then, as the first step to our design. 
Your guards Til with adulterated wine 
Secure; so they charm'd in a lethargy, 
I'll from ydur bonds and prison set you free. 
Then, when some happy moment shall present 
Timandra left unguarded in her tent. 
Both of us thither in disguise will move, 
T* end your rival, and complete your love. 
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For when yoiir fill of bliss you have enjoy'd. 
And your full pleasures with themselves are cloy*d, 
I thither will alarm your enemy. 
Where, by both swords, he shall be sure to die. 
And the next night (the watch-word given by me)^ 
You may 'scape thro* the guards to liberty. 

Ther, Revenge! my love enjoy'd, and freedom too! 
Then in the name of Pluto be it so. 
What stupid ignorance the world possest, 
That only fury plac'd i' th' youthful breasti 
No, His in age alone great spirits are young: 
The soul's but infant when the body's strong. 
These hoary heads like grisly comets are. 
Which always threaten ruin, death, and war. 

Tias, Alas, such tame souls know but half a growth ; 
I'll make my age a step to a new youth : 
Such murders and such cruelties maintain, 
I'll from the blood I shed grow young again. 

Ther, Let's in the name of horror then go on ; 
Methinks I long to have the bus'ness done : 
Something like conscience else may all defeat ; 
You know, sir, I'm but a raw villain yet. 

Tiss. Conscience! a trick of state, found out by those 
fThat wanted power to support their laws ; 
•A bug-bear name to startle fools : but we 
That know the weakness of the fallacy. 
Know better how to use what nature gave. 
That soul's no soul, which to itself s a slave. 
Who any thing for conscience' sake deny. 
Do nojlhiog else but give themselves the lie. [Exeui^U 

SCENE III.— The Camp. 

^ Enter Patroclus and Draxilla. 

P(U. Why, madam, do you fly a lover's pra/r? 
Is cruelty the privilege o' th' fair? 

Drojc. You cannot, sir, i' th' camp be beauty's slave^ 
Where honour's th' only mistress of the brave. 
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Pat. But 'tis a rugged honour got ia arms, 
When not made soft by beauty s sweeter charms; 
That n^elts our rage into a kind desire. 
Whilst Wve refines it in his purer fire. 

Drax. Lovers, whose flights so sAbUme pitches 
choose. 
Oft soar too high, and so their quarry lose. 
But you, sir, know to moderate your. height. 
Missing your game, can easily slack the flight. 

Pat. Such faint essays may fit a common flame. 
But my desires have a far nobler aim ; 
Religious honour, and a zeal that's true, 
Rais*d by that deity to which I sue. 

Drax. Those who to deities their offerings pay. 
Make their addresses in an hiunbler way : 
Not in a confidence of what they give. 
But modest hopes of what they shall receive. 

Pat. I, in my ofl^'rings, no assurance have, 
Tho' an ambition to become your slave. 

Drax, Yes, but when once admitted to that place^ 
Youll still be looking for some acts of grace. 

Pat. Some little favours pity can't deny. 
You are too noble to use cruelty. 

Drax. See, sir, the queen! 1 beg you, sir, forbear. * 

Pat. Madam, this way [Exeuntf. 

Enter Queen and Ardella. 

Queen. Did he then suffer no surprize ? no show 
Pf alteration ? let's the progress know. 

Ard. In order, madam, t'your command, I went. 
And met him coming from the royal tent; 
Where, after th' usual ceremonies past. 
Ere 1 would feast, I gave him first a taste ; 
Told him how much his courage you approved. 
That he in no mean path of glory mov'd. 
Who in his arms had so successful been, 
T^ engage a monarch, and oblige a queen. 
Then nearer came, and whisper'd something more^ 
Began to intimate love's mighty power. 
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' He briskly took the hint, and readily 
Began to urge some pretty things to me. 
By which encourag'd, I to th' bus'ness drew« 
Told him in fine, it only was his due 
To be admired by all, and lov*d by you. 

Queen, And did not then his alter'd looks betray 
Some ecstasy 1 some marks of lively joy? 

Ard. No, madam, he knew better policy, 
Talk'd of your honour and his loyalty ; 
Fine smootliing terms to cloak a passion in. 
But if your majesty 

Queen. What? 

Ard, Had but seen 

How much his carriage did his words deceive. 
When with a gentle sigh he took his leave. 
As if he languished till the minute came. 

Queen. Dost thou then think he entertains my flame 1 
Let's to my tent, and wait his coming there. 
Such swarms of love within my breast there are. 
The heafs too furious for my soul to bear. 
What would I give but for a taste of bliss ! 
Oh, the choice sweets of a stol'n happiness ! [Exeunt* 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

Alcibiades sidus^ 

Alcib, Under what fatal planet was I bom! 
Sure at my birth the heavens themselves did mourn ; 
Disjointed nature did her course forbear. 
And held within her womb a civil war. 
I who but now did fame and conquest bring. 
And added to the glories of a king. 
Must see my tropliies all thrown down again. 
By the base passions of a lustful queen ! 
Why was not I bom to a common fate. 
Free from the glorious troubles of the great 1 



vet 
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So io some humble cell my years have spent^ 
Blest with a private peaceable content. 
The vulgar mortal feels not fortune's harms; 
The highest structures still are shook with storms* 
See tooy she's here ; what shall I do or speak ? 
Fate has beset me, and I've no way to take, 

,Enfer Queen and Ardella. 

Queen. My lord, you something discomposed appear; 
Surely there's nothing that can fright you here. 

Alcih, Majesty, madam, is a thing divine. 

Queen, If that disturb you, sir, I'll lay by mine. 
Methinks I apprehend a greater pride^ 
To view the man whose glories spread so wide, 

Alcib, Madam, you on them set too high a price^ 

Queen,. Perhaps I see not, sir, with common eyes; 
They best of honour judge that honour have. 
I find a secret in roe says you're brave; 
Y,ou need not, sir, unfold it, you can guess. *! 

Alcih. How craftily she would her lust express, > 
AnH sei Ler ills off with a winning dress ! J 

Wliat's to be done, which way shall I conclude? 
I must abuse my k;iig, or mu.*t be rude. 
I cannot speak [Aside^ 

Queen, Myjord, let's sit a while: 

Won't you vouchsafe your visitant a smile ? 

Alcih, Smiles, madam, were too insolent a joy. 

Qtuen, Fie ! put tjiese formal compliments away. 
Ardella, sing that song I heard to-day. 

SONG. 

I. 

The brightest goddess of the sky, 

How did she panting, sighing lie, 

And languishing desire tx) die ! 
For the'triumphanl God of War 
Amidst his trophies did appear, 
As charming rough as she was fair. 



} 
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11. 

^heir loves were blest, they had a soo. 
The little Cupid; who has shown 
More conquests than his sire e*er won. 

He grew the mightiest god above. 

By which we him a rebel prove 

To heav'n, that dares be so to love. 

III. 

How soft the Relights, and how charming the joy, 
I^Vhere love and enjoyment each other support ! 

Let the cynical fool call pleasure a toy, 
Who ne'er tame i'th'camp had, nor love in the court: 

O so kindly the combats eaph other succeed. 
Where 'tis triumph to die, and a pleasure to bleed. 



Alcib. Tbe air is charming- 



^ueen. Ardella, retire. [Exit Ardella* 

No lively symptoms of a growing fire ! 

ril urge him further — [Aside^ 

]M[y lord, your hand ; how beats your pulse ] I fear 
You're ill ; cold drops upon your brows appear ; 
I'll wipe 'em off; come, sir, your fears remove^ 
You need not blush to tell me that you love. 
I'll do it for you; nay, I more will do. 
Blush, for myself too, when I blush for you. 
Sure this will take; what does your wonder meanl 
Is love so strange? 

Alcib. Oh name not that agam ! 

Could you such wrong to royal Agis do? 
Tliink what's to heav'n, and to your virtue due. 

Queen, Must I be hated then? and, sir, by you? 

[Angrify. 
Pish, why d'you talk of heav'n and virtue now? 

IMildfy. 

Alcib. Not new-made mothers to their infants bear 
A firmer passion, or a tenderer care. 
Shew me your's, or your honour's enemy. 
See with what vigour t' your revenge I'll fly. 
For you with life I willingly could part, 
^ut whilst that l^ists, Timandra has my heart. 
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Queen. The heavy pleasures of the marriage-bed. 
Dull repetition soon will render dead. 
Taste fresher joys, and when they tedious grow. 
Then the old pleasures may seem gay and new. 

Alcib. Could I expect to have such language heard. 
Where beauty and such innocence appear'dl 

Queen, Can you my little beauty then approve. 
And is't so diiiicult a thing to love? 

Alcib. Love, madam ! only be as truly good, 1 
As you are fair, I shall not need be woo'd ; > 

I'll love you as the sister of my blood. j 

Queen, A sister's lovers a lean insipid bliss. 
So little, we can hardly name what 'tis. 
Where is the transport, ecstasy, delight 1 
*Tis like thin meat to a sharp appetite. 

Aleih, I know you're beauteous as the blushing morn: 
Your beams the lustre of a king adorn ; 
That king whose piety me happy made; 
And can I in return profane his bed ? 
Tho', madam, I've liv'd free, and never set 
Limits to any thing we call delight ; 
Yet raise not new rebellions in my blood: 
Beauty hath darts too keen to be withstoidd. 

Queen. Yet all its power has no force o'er you. 
Your cruel heart's immoveable; but know 
'Twill to your honour be but ill applied. 
That for your love a queen neglected died. 

Alcib. What is't your majesty would have me dol 

Queen. Are you so ignorant that you don't know 1 

Alcib. Death! not to have some sense, were to unman 
•Myself; but I'll be conqu'ror if I can. 
Should I be made a captive to her charms, 
•Ere I am warm in my Timandra's arms! 
One stratagem I'll for my freedom try. [Anda. 

Madam, no longer I'll your pow'r deny ; \To the Qti€m. 
For if these eyes had ne'er Timandra known. 
You only might have call'd my heart your own. 
But whilst with her I tojoy love, and life. 
And you remain the mighty Agis" wife ; 
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Know this is all I caii in justice do, 

Vm ready on your least commands to shew 

I live for her, but yet could die for you. 

Queen* Must I then only border upon bliss? 
Rest on the confines of my happiness 1 
As souls that are excluded heav'n for sin, 
• See all it's glories, but can't enter in. 

Alcib. No, madam ; free from the dull clogs of sense. 
We'll reap delights of nobler excellence. 
Our 6ntwin'd souls each other shall enjoy. 
Tread virtue's paths, and never lose their way. 
But if one in his motion chance to err. 
Straight regulate it by the other's sphere. 

• Till at the last. 

When the short zodiac of this life we've past. 
With new-imp'd zeal beyond the stars we'll fly. 
There meet, and mingle to a deity. 

Queen. Then to all hopes of happiness, adieu. 
Since my chief bliss I've lost in losing you. 
Oh the tyrannic cruelty of fate. 
That lets us know our happiness too late ! 
Yet why should I to fears and sorrows bend. 
If only on their fate my hopes depend? 
A rival, and a king, I may remove: 
There's nothing difficult to them that love. [Esnt Queen» 

Alcih. She's gone. 

Greatness, thou gaudy torment of our souls. 
The wise man's fetter, and the range of fools ! 
Who is't would court thee if he knew thy ills? 
-He who the greatest heap of honour piles. 
Does nothing else J)ut build a dang'rous shelf. 
Or erect mountains to o'erwhelna himself. [Exit. 

SCENE II.— -4 Grove adjoining to the Camp. 

Enter Tissaphernes andTHERAMNES disguised. 

TUs. Now, sir, you're free, and prosperously move. 
To reap the long-wish'd harvest of your love. 
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One minute and you're in Timandra's arms^ 
New fetter'd in the power of her charms ; 
Methinks the thought ev'n my old hlood alarms. 

Ther. His rage sure works him to an ecstasy. 
How the old monster hugs his villany ! 
Good sir, despatch, I cannot brook delay; 
I waste in expectation of my joy. 
But hark, did you not hear a murm'ring talk? 

Jtss, Perhaps 'tis she come in this grove to walk. 
Stay, here they are ; by heav'n the same, 'tis she. . 
Retreat a while ; blest opportunity ! 

\They go to the door. 

Enter Timandra, with a hook in her hand, and 
Draxilla. 

Tim. Methinks, Draxilla, when Atlanta ran. 
And slaughter was the only prize she won ; 
Her power a too cruel rigour bore. 
To kill those she had wounded so before. 

[Theramnes throws off his disguise. 

Ther. Then, madam, be not guilty of her ill*. 
Me the poor wretch you've wounded do not kill. 
Ah, in your heart if such a sense there be 
Of the injustice of her cruelty ; 
How much more pity from your breast b due 
To him, who ev'ry minute dies for you! 

Tim. My lord 'Theramnes ! by wliat lucky hap 
Have you from guards and prison made escape? 

Ther. Who wears your sacred image in his breast. 
Is of such pure divmity possest. 
And from ignoble bondage so secure^ 
That feeble chains fall off, and lose their pow'r. 

Tim. Then, sir, in your intended flight make haste^ 
Lest by some fatal chance you're once more lost. 

Ther. No, I enjoy a nobler safety here ; 
No danger dares approach when you are near. 

♦ Her j//— her fault. 
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These groves to lovers' bliss are dedicate. 
Free from th' uncivil outrages of fate. 
Come, let's to something like delight draw uigh^ 
And lose ourselves a-while in ecstasy. 

[Seizes roughly on her. 

Tim, Guard me, ye pow'rs! Draxilla, help. My lord ! 

Ths, Good, gentle madam, if you please, one vrord. 
[Draxilla runs out, crying help, and 
Tissaphernes after her. 

Ther, I cannot see my rival blest alone ; 
Must he reap all the sweets, and I have none? 

Tim, This outrage, on my knees I beg, forbear. 
See, sir, it is Timandra sheds a tear! [Tks. returns. 
Her whom you vow'd you lov'd with noble flame : 
Oh don't by savage lust profane that nauie ! 
If 'tis the envy of your rival's joy. 
Remove, remove th' offence some other way ; 
Save but my honour, and my life destroy. 

Ther. Such tenderness might cool another's blood. 
But I am too unhappy to be good. 
Let virtue to dull anchorites repair. 
Who ne'er had soul enough to know despair. 
I'll banish the encroacber from my breast. 
And shake him off ere he take hold too fast. 
Come, let's retire within this covert by ; 
I am impatient, and my blood boils high. 

Tim, I will not go, I'll die a martyr here. 

Ther, Then I must drag you. 

Tim, — — Barb'rous ravisher! 
Oh ! oh ! 



} 



Enter Alcibiades. 

Akib. Did I not hear a tender cry ? 

Oh heavens ! turn, base hell-hound, turn, and die. 

[Draws. 
Ther. That, sir, will thus be better understood. 

[Draws. 

Ttss. You've undertook, sir, more than youll make 

good. [Draws. They both make at him^ 
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Enter Pateoclus, 

Pat. How's (his? assaulted! and by such base odds f 
Courage, my friend ! 

[After a fierce Jight between Alcibiades mulTheramnes, 
•Patroplus and Tissaphernes, Patroclus drives his Fa- 
ther off the Stage, and Alcibiades rtifitf Theramnes 
thrm^h,"] 



] 



Alcib. To tbe accurst abodes 

Of tortured souls that in dark horror dwell. 
Thus fly, and to thy fellow-devils tell. 
It was my sword that sent thy soul to hell. 

Ther* Hold, sir, enough ; I must your victim fall, 
Tho' an atonement for my sin too smalU 
My hasty soul can make no longer stay. 
Death tolls his leaden bell, and calls away. 
And now like some sad Irav'ler taking view 
Of the long journey that 1 have to go. 
Whilst I my thoughts to heavVs sweet mansions bend. 
Without your mercy no admittance find. 
Oh but one word of pardon ere I die. 
Secure of that, my soul dares boldly fly ; 
Absolved by you, it must have welcome there. 
As incense that is offered up with pray'r. 

Tim, My pardon and my prayers too receive ; 
lAore than your guilt could ask me, I could give. 
Be happy as your penitence is true ; 
And may kind heav'n forgive you, as I do. [Weeps, 

Ther. Ah ! can your piety vouchsafe a tear 
Of pity, on an impious ravisher! 
My soul will leave me in an ecstasy : 
And I shall want the sense to know I die. 
Thus, pure divinity, at your feet I bow ; 
Here 'tis my soul would make her latest stay ; 
Nor can she. 

Beginning hence her journey, miss the way. 
But I'd forgot ; beware of [Dies, 
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Alcib, Who can fear, 

That is secar'd by charms so powerful here ? 
MTithio these spheres my guardian angels move ; 
These are my seats of safety, as of love. 

Tim. They weakly others guard, that can't defend 
Themselves ; I fear more miscliief may depend 
On this disaster. 

Enter Patboclus. 

Alcib, So when a storm's blown o'er. 

And a calm breeze has smoothed the rugged deep. 
The joyful mariners can fear no more ; 

But thus embrace, and lull their cares asleep, 

[EmWaces him. 
Welcome ray life's protector and only friend. 
Hah ! what does that sad look and sigh intend 1 
Are you, sir, wounded ] 

Pat, Yes, too deep, I fear. 

Alcib. Forbid it, heav'n, where is't? 

Pat. . Oh here, sir, here ; 

My soul is pierc'd, I'm tortur'd ev'ry where. 
Your friend ! ah let that title be no more ; 
Behold me as a wretch forlorn and poor. 
Imagine ev'ry form of misery ; 
And when you've summ'd up all, then look on me. 

Alcibn Now some blest angel to my soul reveal 
This doubt ; can he be wrong'd, and I not feel 1 
Ah, kmd Patroclus, this sad silence break. 

Pat. Oh, sir, you must not hear, nor nmst I speak. 
Point out black horror, in its deepest dread. 
And troops of murders hov'ring o'er your head, . 
And wben that hideous masque of hell you see. 
Think, if you can, that they came all from me. 

Alcib. Confusion ! how my thoughts begin to start ! 
A new unwonted heat has seiz'd my heart. 
Something unruly, that would fain get place ; 

But I'll subdu't. Be free, kind friend, alas! 

Force me not wrong our friendship and your worth. 
Pat. That charm's resistless, and I feel'twill forth. 
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But oh it mnst not; dttty does forbid. 

Yet what's my duty, if my honour bleed 1 

Know then, — now that thb stubborn heart would break! 

My cruel fethcr-— oh, I dare not speak. 

Alcib. Hah! 

Pat. Led by some blind mistaken jealousy. 

Heaps treasons upon you, and shame on me. 
It was by him Tberaranes made escape. 
And 'twas he back'd him in this impious rape. 
But oh, no more! Shame does my words suppress: 
Yet think what he will do, that durst do this. 
I'll go and try if I his rage can stay; 
I may divert the stream another way. [Exit Patroclos. 

Akib. Kjnd youth, 1 cannot fear thy father's hate: 
He selb his honour at too cheap a rate. 
What have I done that could be call'd a wrong 1 
No, I've a guard of innocence too strong ; 
Whilst I unspotted that and friendship bear. 
No danger is so great that I need fear. 

Tim. Yet be not, sir, regardless of my fears ; 
Some pity have of these sad sighs and tears. 
Whither, oh whitlier would your rashness lead; 
To urge a ruin levell'd at your head ! 
Let us 

To some recess that's safe and humble go : 
Timandra can bear any thing with you. 
Let interest the unfi^'d and wav'ring sway ; 
With us. 
Love shall supply what fortune takes away. 

Alcib, Sure 'tis not my Timandra's voice I hear: 
She ne'er had cause to think that I could fear. 
Have I so many dangers over-past. 
Poorly to shrink from villany at last? 
No, with my innocence I'll brave his hate. 
And meet it in a. free, undaunted state ; 
See all with smiles, as fearless and as gay. 
As infants unconcem'd at duns:ers play. 

Tim. Then I'll perform what to my love is due; 
Unsteady doubts be gone, blind fears adieii! 
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Were I than you, less faithful, or less brave. 
And of my courage too tiiis proof FU give. 
When you dare meet a death. 111 scorn to live. 
Nor longer be a vassal to my fear ; 
We'll in each other's chance a portion beat. 
So fate has thus at least some kindness shown. 
Neither can wretched be, nor blest alone. [£tfunf • 

SCENE III.— TOe Camp, 
^nter Tissaphermes and Four Villains. 
liss. Is't donel- 



1 ViL Sir, to a (MMot your will's fulfiU'd ; 

Theramnes^ guards, as they lay drunk, we kill'd, 
Draxilla too, by th' ambush you had laid 
For your retreat, was in her fli^t betray'd. 

Tm. Next, as from me, be Siere a message sent^ 
To bid my son attend me in my tent; 
In's passage thither you may seize him, so 
Convey him to a cave 

1 ViL My lord, we go. 

Jlss. Ye are the best of rogues ; but disappear : 

[EmuiU S VU, 
You know your bus'ness. So ; the king is here. 

, Enter King and Queen, attended. 



King. Lead to the grove- 



Tis8. Oh, sir^ there's treason In the eamp ; retreat. 
But now the guards I in confusion met. 
Who led me wliere Theramnes I beheld. 
The late Athenian captive gen'ral, kilPd. 
That little breath he'd left h' employed to shew 
His honour, and his gallantry to you : « 
Treasons so strange and horrid did relate. 
As woidd seem almost treason to repeat. 
But, sir, you have no longer safety here: 
Secure yourself, and leave all to my care. 

VOL. I. E 
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King. No more! you know not what yoa urge ml0 
to: 
Secure myself! am I a king, ornol 
That monarchy who, when danger's near, sits down. 
Shews but a feeble title to a throne. 
The best securities ui courage are ; 
We but subscribe to treasons which we fear. 
Be free, and let me the bold traitor know. 
To stem the torrent I myself will go : 
In state Fll meet the fond capricious wretch, 
And dare him with that crown which he would snatch. 

Ttss. Alas, dread sir, force me not to declare; 
The name would wound your sacred breast to hear. 
I, in revealing, honour should offend : 
He once wais noble, sir, and cali'd nie friend. 

King. How, sir, your friend! and traitor to my 
crown? 
Reveal him, or his treasons are your own. 

Tu8. Alas, but must I! 'tis so foul a deed, 

I cannot speak. 

King. Hell! sir; d'ye playl Proceed. 

Tisa. Then to be short, he you so lately strove 
T'engage in all the firmest ties of love. 
He whom you almost had from nothing rais'd. 
And on the highest seats of honour plac'd ; 
Has thence this use of all your favours shown. 
To make them steps to mount into your throne. 

King. Defend me! what do I hear! 

Sir, you have rais'd a tumult in my breast. 

Which will notjbe so suddenly appeas'd: 

By heav'ns, see all that you inform be true, 

Or may all torments which to th' damn'd are due, 

Light on me, if inflicted not on you. 

The brave Athenian false! it cannot be; 

His soul ne'er dreamt of such impiety. 

Tisa. Sir, you're unkind if you suspect me false. 
I never yet abus'd your ears with tales ; 
Had I such mystic policy pursu'd. 
Perhaps Td now been kindlier understood. 



} 
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King. Alas^ dear friend; misconstrue not my zea1» 
Weigh not my passions in nice reason's scale. 
Who would believe a king should blindly place 
His love so firmly, for returns so base t 
Rack me no more, but the dark scruple clear. 
My soul's in a convulsion till I hear. 

7?**. Yes, sir, 'tis he, and thus his plots were laid. 
'^h' account I from the dying captive had ; 
Whom he, with liberty, had brib'd to join 
With him in ^his his treacherous design : 
This night with th' enemy your camp t' invade. 
On promise it should be by him betray'd. 
Which when the gallant captive did disdain. 
He was to combat dar'd, and by him slain. 
If you hisist on farther evidence, 
Theramnes' murder'd guards enough convince : 
Hence you may farther confirmation have. 

King. Be bold, speak what thou knowest — 

4 Vd. When to relieve 

The captive's guards, I by command was sent, 
I found them murder'd at the door o' th' tent. 
In one of them some life did yet remain. 
Who told me they were by our gen'ral slaiu^ 
Tause they Theramnes' freedom had denied. 
More he had said, but at these words he died. 

King. It was enough. Treason, how dark art thou^? 
In shapes more various than e'er Proteus knew. 
By heav'n I'll make him base, despis'd, and poor. 
More wretched than e'er monster was before. 
Naked, and stript of all his dignities, 
I'll lay his odious crimes before his eyes. 
Theu when his mind is laboring with regret. 
To make his infamy the more complete. 
Some common slave shall on him justice do. 
And send his soul among the damn'd belgw. 

.Guards wait on him [To Tissaphernes, 

Go ere my love return, and I repent. 
And seize upon the traitor in his tent. 
E 2 
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A speedy vengeance best befits this wrong, 
Twere too much mercy to delay it long. 

£nfer Alcibiades unif TiMANDRA. 

Alcih This way's the kingi 

Tiss. He's here leapt into th' net. 

Thus, sir, the king salutes you. [Guards seize Alcib. 

Alcib. Slaves, retreat. 

Tim, Alas, my lord! 

Tiss, Sir, 'tis the king's command. 

The least of them I never durst withstand. 

Alcih. But, sir, what meaning can this usage bear! 

Tiss. The king, ar, quickly all your doubts will clear. 

King. Away with him; thou poison to my eyes! , 

Alcto. The basest wretch not unconvicted dies. 
Sir,. let me know what 'tis that I have done. 
Unworthy of my honour, or your crown. 
If, in your cause, who'd spend his dearest blood. 
And is, to be your meanest vassal, proud ; 
No greater welfare thau in your's does know. 
If he be an offender, I am so. 

King, How cunningly he would seem innocent. 
And giid with flattery bis foul intent ! 
Thus traitors in their fall are like the sun. 
Who still looks fairest at his going down*. 
'Sdeath, sir, do you believe me child, or fool. 
Whom ev'ry fawning word or toy can rule ] 
By heav'n Til let you see, sir, your mistake : 
Hence with the traitor quickly to the rack. 

Alcib, Sir, hear me speak 

King, What is't that you can say, 

Who would my crown and your own trust betray? 
When you from prison set the captive free. 
Basely to win him to your treachery: 

• Thus traitors^ &c. — - — 'usn^iiXoLffou ng av K»raSvofuw 

Long, de SuB, 
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IVhoni^ when on him your plots could notliing do. 
You kiird, 'cause he more honour had tlian you. 

Alcib. By all above, sir, I am innocent : 
I ne'er knew what the thought of treason meant* 
But know from whence this jealousy you drew^ 
From him that hates me, and abuses you : 
Theramoes had his liberty from hence ; 

[To Tissapherues. 
And fot designs so base 

Ttss, Oh impudence! 

To what prodigious height will treason climb ! 
Dare you, sir, charge me with your heavy crime 1 
Old as I am, my sword should do n^e right. 
But 

Alcib, Monster, hence, and them that fear the^ 
fright. 
Think'st thou to play with the black deeds thou'st done? 
Were I but free, tho' naked and alone» 
Thou too defended by a desp'rate crew. 
And all indeed more near being damnM than thou ; 
This single arm should prove my cause is good. 
And chronicle my honour in their blood. 

^tfig*. Is't thus, sir, you would plead your innocence i 
Thmk you t^ outbrave us with your impudence ] 
Once more the traitor to his tortures bear. 

Queen, But, sir, your justice now is too severe. 
Twere an ill triumph after victories. 
To make the conqueror the sacrifice ; 
That gallantry some privilege may plead. 

King. His treasons are too plain, and open laid, 
i^d all his merits weigh'd against them light. 

Queen. Should we him guilty of worse crimes admit. 
And that in's death you'd worthiest justice shew. 
Yet to forgive's the nobler of the two. 

King* When Deidamia pleads, I can^t deny: 
His doom's thb time recall'd, he shall not die; 
But (robb'd of all bis joys) let bim be sent 
To a perpetual imprkonaieal; 
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His treasures rifl'd, and liis wife a slave. 

Alcib. Here on my knees let me one favour crave* 
Whatever fate you have desiga'd for me. 
It is emb'rac'd ; but, sir, let her be free ; 
Let all the weight of the alledg'd offence 
Light upon me ; wrong not her innocence. 

Tim, How mean and abject is your courage now j 
Think you that I dare suffer less than you ] 
No, sir, ill this he has no right to plead ; 
Whate'er you think either has merited. 
Let equal justice on us both be showif; 
And as we are, so let our fates be one. 

j4!cib. Thou wonder of thy sex ! 

King, ril hear no more: 

How dare you tempt an angry monarch's pow'rl 
But since his fate so gratefully you esteem. 
Let her be prisoner too, but far from him. 
He must not be so happy to have her. 
For fetters would be blessings were she there. 
Go, see ye execute our orders straight. 

Tim. Thus we with smiles will entertain our fate* 
My dearest lord, farewell ; let not a sigh 
Or tear proclaim we grieve, our parting's nigh. 
Were it to quit our happiness a pain, 
Joy were not then a blessing, but a chain. 
No, letiiis part as dying martyrs do. 
Who leave this life only to gain a new. 
Grief equally ignoble were as vain, 
Since we at least in hea^n shall m^ again. 
I ^Akib* So from their oracles the deities 
Instruct the ign'rant world in mysteries. 
But, part ! that word would make a saint despair. 
Obedience cannot be a virtue here. . 
If so, ye Gods, ye have such precepts giv'n. 
That an example would confound your heav'n ; 
You duties 

Beyond your own omnipotence enjoin ; 
Can you forsake your heav'n, or I leave minet 
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TSl when, thus, ^ing, I'm fix'd beyond remove. 
With ail the cements of an endless love. 
Kill me, thou yet shalt of thy ends despair. 
My soul shall wait upon her ev'ry where. 
Nay, rd not fly to heav'n till she came there. 

King. Shall I thus see myself out-brav'd 1 Away, 
He is a traitor that but seems to stay. 

[Aleibiades snatches a sward from one of the guards. 

AUnh. Now I am arm'd, death to the wretch that 
stirs. 

King. Sir, do you think to look us into fears I 
Disarm him, guards, or kill him. 

\They fight, and disarm Atm. 

Tiss. Push home, ye dogs . 

Akib. Sordid slaves. 

Thus ev'ry ass the helpless lion braves. 
Adieu, divinest of thy sex, adieu ! 
I never thought that I could part till now. 
Now I deserve the worst fate has in store. 
That in so brave a cause should do no more* 

?lu guards offer to lead iim off. 
hus does the needle steer 
To his loVd North, and fain would come more near : 
When in the eager prospect of his joy. 
He is by some rude artist snatch'd away. 

Farewell 

Tim. Farewell, and if your memory 

E'er trouble you with such a thing as I, 
Let not a sigh come from you, but believe 
I'd rather be forgot, than you should giieve. 
Aki^. Such worth shdl in each temple have 
snrine ; 
What, to regain her, would I not resign? 
But she's too heavenly to be longer mine. 

[Exeunt several ways guarded^ and looking 
hack at each other. 
jKing. She's gone, but oh what mighty charms there 
lie 
Couch'd in the narrow circle of an eye I 



1 
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Had she but stay'd anodier minute bere, 

I had worn chains, and been her prisoners 

And still I fear my heart is not my own ; 

For if so bright when to a dungeon gone^ 

How would she shine triumphant on a throne 1 [JSi»^, 

Queen. So, now or never must my love succeed ! 
Vainly, weak* king, hast thou his doom decreed. 
In this beginning of his fall thou'st shown 
But tlie unperfect figure of thy own. 
Few hours remain 'twixt thee and destiny^ 
Till when« grow dull in thy security. 
Timandra's and thy death is one design ; 
Then a » crown can tempt fam^ he is mine. ^Exiti 



ACT V. 

SCENE I, 

TlS6APH£RN£S soiuf. 



Tiss. Now like a lion on my prey Fll feast ; 
Revenge ! thou solace to a troubled breast ! 
Could but Theranines in Elysium know» 
How would his ghost riejoice at what I do ! 

[Theramnes' ghost rues^ 

Ghost. Oh no 

Jtss. Death ! what is that I hear and see 1 

Begone, dull ghost; if thou art damn'd, what's that to me? 

Ghost. From deepest horror of eternal night, 

Where souls in everlasting torments groan; 
Where howUng fiends lie chain'd, and where's nolight^ 

But thickest darkness covers ev'ry one, 
I come to warn thee, mortal, of thy sin ; 

Short- time is here left for thee to remain ; 
Twere fit that thy repentance soon begin. 

For think what 'tis to live ui endless pain. 
Fareweh ^DescendSf 

Jhs. Twas an odd speech; but be it ^; 

pish ; hell itself trembles at what I do ; 
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And Its sabnussion better to express^ 
Sends this ambassador to make its peace. 
Let idle fears the soperstitious awe; 
With me my resolution is a law. 
Repentance now would be too late begun ; 
Ages can't expiate what I have done. 
^ And if below for souls such torments are, 
Methinks there's yet some bravery in despair^ 
The easy king looks little in his state» 
His crown is for his head too great a weight ; 
But I will ease him, and adorn this brow ; 
Thus to my aims do limits Til allow. 
Revenge, ambition, all that's ill, shall be 
My bus'ness ; .so Til baffle destiny. 

Hell! no, — 

rU act such tliiugs whikt here I have abode. 
Till my own trophies raise me to a god. 

Enter Queen. 

Queen. Now such^an engine is it I would have : 
I know he is a traitor, and is brave, 
ril bait him with ambition that may move ; 
Then if complacent to my ends he prove. 
In seeming to comply with his design, 
rU make him but an instrument to mine ; 
For when success me to my wishes calls, 
ril shake him off, and then unpropt he falb. 
My lord! 

Tiss. Madam! 

Queen. My father lov'd you well ; 

IVe heard him oft of your achievements tell ; 
When in his camp such gallant deeds you wrought, 
And always victory and triumph brought. 

7i». Madam, your father was all good and just. 

Queen. He could, why may not I, your honour trust i 

Tim. You wrong it else, your father lives in you ; 
As I was his, I am yonr champion too. 
Tho' old, agsunst your foes this sword shall plead 
Your right ; name but your traitor, and he's dead» 
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Queen. Nay, sir, the traitor 's not alone my foe» 
His injuries extended are to you ; 
To you, to whom he owes all he enjoys. 
Yet basely him that gave him growth destroys ; 
Whilst for his ills he would his kindness plead. 
To heap your honours on your rival's head. 
Rally your courage up, if you are brave. 
And at once mine, and your own honour save. 

Tiss. Your majesty would mean the king. D'ye 
try 
My resolution, or my loyalty 1 

Queen. Your courage, sir, is known; your loyalty. 
If you have any, you'll iind due to me. 
Thro' me these honours you in Sparta bore. 
And 'twas my father made you great before. 
Now know it is the king, whose perjur'd soul 
Has done me injuries so base and foul. 
That all thafs good will blush at; his vows past 
To me, all in another's love are lost. 
Nay, with my honour too my life must bleed; 
He, with the gen'ral's, has my fall decreed. 
To take the fair Tunandra to his bed. 
Let's go surprize him iiow he's full of wme ; 
Revenge me on his life, his crown is thine. 

Tiss. Madam, indeed the injuries you feel 
Cry loud ; nor do I tamely see my ill. 
But you must swear to me you will be true. 

Queen, By all thaf s holy I'll be so to you. 

Tiss. I'll do't; but, madam, know, I undertake 
To hazard life and honour for your sake ; 
Should you betray me 

Queen. Nay, now you are unkinder than before. 
To my first oath I'll add a million more. 

Tiss. And you will still be mindful of the crown 1 
^ Queen. Had he ten thousand, they were ail your 
own. 

Tiss. This then's hb fate ; pity a crime were here : 
He shaili't have time enough to make a pray'r. 

[Draws a dagger. 
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Queen. Be bold; and prosper in thy brave design; 
And when his death's perform'd^ the next is thine. 

{Aside. Exit. 

Jhs. This trap was dar^'rously and subtly laid^ 
But I am not so easily betray 'd. 
Her love to Alcibiades I know ; 
Her woman for me did that kindness do ; 
And since she is so good at the design, 
ril to oblige her give her one pf mine. 
My zealous urging of her oath was done, 
l^ot to prevent her plots, but hide my own. 
ril cherish her in all that she pretends. 
So make her aims but covers to my ends. 
For when I'm seated on the Spartan throne. 
Both her and all her treasons Til disown ; 
Prove both her judge and her accuser too. 
And on her my first act of justice do. 
So all my doubts and fears will be overpast. 
And by lier fall I fix my&elf more fast. [Exit. 

An Apartment with a Chair of State, and by it a table, 
with the Crown and Sceptre. 

Enter KiNa and Lords. 
King. My lords, no more, we've drank too deep! 
rdoow 
A while be private. 

Lords. Royal sir, we go. [Exeunt Lords. 

Kif^. Boy, take thy lute, and with a pleasing air. 
Appease my sorrows, and delude my care. [Sits down. 

SONG. 

I. 

Princes that rule, and empires sway^ 

How transitory is their state! 
Sorrows their glories do allay, 

And richest crowns have greatest weight. 

IL 

The mighty monarch treason fears, 
Ambitious tbouglits within him rave ; 

His life all discontent and cares^ 
And he at best is but a slave. 
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Vainly we think with fonJd delight 

To ease the burden of our cares; 
Each grief a second does invite, 

And sorrows are each other's heirs. 

IV. 

For me, my honour 111 maintain. 

Be gallant,* generous and brave. 
And when I ouietude would gain. 

At least I nnd it in the grave. 

[The King JhUsatleqf. 

Enter QuE£N, and Tissaphernes tvith a dagger. 

Queen. He sleeps; now let the fatal deed be done. 
Hah! what are these, the sceptre and the crown! 
So did the drowsy dragon sleep, wben he 
Lost the rich fruits of the Hesperian tree. 
First well secure his crown, and then he dies. 

[Takes up the crown. 
Thus I'm discharged of all my promises. 
Take this, and if I claim your promise too, 

[Puts it an his head. 
You're king, and justice is your duty now. 
Come, by hb fall 

This your first step to glory solemnize, 
I make you king, make him my sacrifice. 

Tiss. rUdo't, but stay — [Advances towards the King, 

Queen. Nay, quickly to him go; 

Sir, he expects no ceremony now. 

Tiss. Thus then I — hah! how altered am I grown! 
I stand amaz'd, and dare not venture on. 
There is in majesty a secret charm. 
That puts a fetter on a traitor's arm*: 
I cannot do't— 

* TTfere i* im Mujaiy, &&-*- 

*' There's such divinity doth hedge a king, 

** That treason can but peep to what it would.**-** 

A scene similar to this, will easily be recollected in Macbeth^ 
Act 2. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



ALCIBIADES. 6i 

Queen. Then look on ber that dares. 

How despicable is the man that fears ! 
Give me the fatal instrument of death; 

[Takes his dagger from Aim, 
JVfyself will in his heart this dagger sheath. 
Then blush to think, if e'er the world should know. 
That a frail woman durst do more than you. 
Courage — he smiles, — [Advances towards the King. 
Some pleasing dreams his fancy entertain; 
Oh, it were pity he should wake again. 
Thus, king, thy life and empire I command: 
Accept diis from thy Deidamia's hand. [Stabs him^ 

King. Hah, murdered ! Deidamia, and by you ! 
What is't that faithless woman will not do 1 
Henceforth aU loyalty and love farewell. 
When after-ages shall this story tell, 
'Twill be a truth too sad to be received; 
Nor shall the world be by itseif believ'd. 
Did I for this ev'n crown and empire quit. 
To lay all my ambition at your feet; 
When at the altar strictest vows I paid? 
Nor were they with less zeal perform'd than made. 
I lov'd you far above that life you've spilt, 
'Till ev'n my passion was become my guilt. 
I for your sake deprived heav'n of its due. 
Took adoration thence to pay it you. 
And must this be th' reward for all Fve done? 
Yet I shall have this comfort when I'm gone. 
That I no longer shall with yoU remain. 
But die in hopes we ne'er shall meet again. [Dies. 

Queen, He's gone, and now my lord 

Jlss. Oh, what is't you have done! 

A while lay yonr unruly passions down. 
View but the sweet composure of that face. 
Where grandeur sat attended by each grace : 
Now there grim death his ghastly revels keeps. 
And pallid horror o'er each feature creeps. 
Weep, madam, weep, to think your rage has giv'n 
That blow, which robs the world to 6nrich heav'n. 
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Oh my dear lord, that e'er I liv'd to know 
This day! madann, I can't conceal it. 
Queen, Say you so ? 

But, sir, I scorn to be betrayed by you. 

[At the noise of people entering, throws away t/le 
Dagger, then falls upon her knees, and laj^a 
hda of Tissaphernes, then speaks. 

Treason, treason, treason, S^c, 

Is't not enough you'ye shed my husband's blood ? 

Tiss. The devil ! 

Queen. And robb'd the world of all that's great and 
good. 
But you' must seek my life 1 Oh pity take. 
If not for mine, at least for virtue's sake ! 

Jiss. Hell and plagues ! 

Queen. But why do I name that! for all that e'er 
The world had left of it, lies murder'd there. 

Jlss. Very fine. 

Queen. Yet tho' you've robb'd him of his life, save 
mine. 
I'll live to ask heav'n pardon for your sin. 

Tiss. So, now I'll stop your mouth. 

[Breaks from her, and takes up the dagger. 

Queen. Help! murder! treason! help! 

Enter Lords. 

1 Lord. How, Tissaphemes, arm'd against the queen X 
What means this posture, sir? 

Queen. Oh noble lord, 

If e'er your pity could a tear afford. 
Weep down an ocean there ; behold the spring 
Of Sparta's hopes lies murder'd in her king. 
And had not I the traitor's rage withstood. 
He with my husband's too had mix'd my blood. 
See where he guilty stands. 

Lord. Great Agis slain I 

By Tissaphemes too ! 

Queen. Yes, he to gain 
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The Spartan crown, this hloodj deed h a done: 
See, he already has usurped the crown; 
His hot ambition could not bear delays. 
But on the royal spoils thus proudly preys ; 
Insults in's treason. 

Jlss, I am now run down 

So far, that all hopes of recovery's gone. 
But, madam, can you dare to lay this guilt 
On me] was't not by you his blood was spilt? 

Queen, By me, base wretch, would thy impiety 
Lay this inhuman regicide on me] 
I wound this breast 1 ah, dearest saint, too well 
I knew thy worth ! [Weepi^* 

Tiss. t)eatb I she'll be queen of hell ; 

Pluto will grow in love with her for this. 

Lord. My lord, this treason is above all pardon. 

Tiss. Tis. 

Lord. Then, sir, to justice. 

Tw. No, thus I deny, 

[Presents his dagger, 
I Hv'd not by it, nor will by it die. 
Was it for this my stratagems I laid 
To ruin her, to be by her betray'd 1 
Curse on my naitow fate : but yet to shew 
That I love murder too as well as you,- 

Thus, perjur'd queen 

[Offers to stab the Queen, but is hindered 
by the Lords. 

Queen, See, how he'd still pursue 

His treason ! hence to justice with him go. 
Hourly let on the rack his pains increase. 
Till he the horror of his guilt confess. 

Tiss, That shall not need. FU own the deed as mine ; 
And glory m*\ ; it was a brave design. 
The king kiird! and I ruin'd! to complete 
Thy lust, all by oiie stratagem, was great ; 
So great, that for its sake — 
I can with satisfaction yield ray breath, 
Else I should take no pleasure in my death* 
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But ere I go, be pleased to entertain ^. 

The last kind precepts of a dying man. 

Be bloody, false, revengefiily lustful, all 

That can be found recoided on helf s roll 

Embrace ; where'er you rising virtue see, 

Down with it, and set up impiety. 

Make that your theme, leave nothing ill undone. 

So copy Tissaphemes when he's gone; 

Who leaves this counsel as a legacy : 

Tis my religion, and TU in it die. [Exit Uss. guarded. 

Queen. Hence with the wretch 

Meanwhile to my dead lord V\\ sorrows pay. 

And after his, sigh my own life away. [Exeunt Lords. 

So, now they're gone — Hah, who comes there 1 

Enter Ardella. 

Ard. Tis I. 

Queen. Ardella, on that thing cast back an eye ; 
^Twas once a king, but, thank these hands, now none : 
Nay, start not, Tissaphemes too is gone ; [Arddia ttarts. 
His treasures all are thine as a reward. 

Ard. You are too kind— — — 

Queen. See straight a draught prepared. 

And murderers ; Timandra next most fall; 
You know our will, let it be done. 

Ard. ft shall. [Exeunt aeveralfy. 

SCENE 11.—^ darkened Tent. 

Timandra asleep upon a Couch, a Spirit comes and 

sings. 

Mer, Come, my SaUa, come sway, 

Tliy Merii calls. 
Sal. (within) Whither? 
Mer, Hither. 

We've no business to-day ; 

And where innocence sleeps, we securely, may play* 
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SaL I come. [Enters. 

Mer, So, welcome my dear, 

But first let's disperse the black clouds that are here. 
Both. Hound about this place we range, 

And its gloomy darkness change 

To a bright delightful grove, 

A proper scene for happy love. 

The SCENE chmgea to Elysium. 

Mer» Next to divert this fair one, all 

Our wing*d companions we will call, 

And the air for music charm. 

Whilst they their measures here perform. 
Both. Come all you bright forms that inhabit the air, 

And ease with your pleasures the cares of the fair; 

Here frolic and skip, oh no longer delay 1 

But let each clap his winp, and away. 

Several Spirits 0/ the Air descend, and dance. 

fial. Now let us discover the mansions of rest, 
Where lovers with eternal joys are blest. 

[A glorious Temple appears in the air, toherp 
the Spirits of the Happy are seated. 

' See, fair one, see, not long ere you 
To those glorious seats shall go. 
Another Spirit. The lustful queen thirsts for your blood. 

And you are for this world too good. 
Mer. Nor shall you come alone, your lover too 

Mnst meet a fate the same with you. 
Sal. But here your troubles all shall ce^se^ 

Tis the seat of endless bliss. 
Cho. Here in endless pleasures they 

Keep eternal holiday. 

Here they revel, sport, and are 

Crown'd with joys still new and rare; 

Their pleasures too can never die. 

But like themselves have immortality. 
Mer. See the kind Spirits smile, and now 

They'll bless her with a nearer view. 

IThe whoUbody of the Temple moves downward, 
you I. p 
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Cho^ Descend^ oh ye glories, descend ! 

Who with blessings eternal are crowned ; 
To this nymph yoar kind inflaence lend^ 

Whilst all the spheres with hannony resound^ 
Mer. She wakes ; let th apparition go ; 
By th' damp upon mjj wings I know 
Something ill is drawing near ; 
Conv6^ Salla^ come away ; Oh come away^ my dear. 

They all vanish, and the Scene changes again to thp 
Tent. 

Tim, Fye had a di^am might make a lover blest ; 
Oh th' sweet delights of eyerlasting rest! 

[Queen appears at the entrance^ 
{low's this! the queen] what can her coming mean? 

Queen, Ardella, with the ruffians here remain; 
rU in, and with soft words her temper try; 
If without him shell live, she shall not die. 
Madam] [ToTlmandra^ 

Tim, —Your pleasure! 

Queen, Oft I've beard you're brave; 

But the best proof of gallantry you gave^ 
Wheu of your noble lord you were bereft. 
And such a bliss with so rare patience left. 

Tim, Madam, our flames a nobler passion rules 
Thau fondness, th' idle guilt of wav'ring fools; 
Our loves knew a far higher excellence. 
Than the half pleasures of a minute's sense. 

Queen, Then yoju may love, since you can with him 
part; 
H'has made a conquest o'er my tender heart. 
Love governs here ; and since my husband's dead. 
Fate and my choicest wishes have decreed. 
He should both in his love and throne succeed. 

Ttm, Do you believe empires or crowns can make 
Him his Tiraandra and his faith forsake] 
Or think you I an atom will resign 
Of that heart, which by holy vows is miuel 
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f^Oy I will keep hiniy mangre craelty. 

Queen. Bu^ madam, do you know what 'tis to 
diel 

Tim. Yes, 'tis to lay these clogs our bodies by. 
And be remav'd to blest eternity. 
By death, relief from all our griel& we gain. 
And by one, put aD.end to years of pain; 
By that we in one minute find out moiie. 
Than all the busy gown-men study for; 
Who, after in dull search they've ages spent. 
Learn nothing but to know they're ignorant. 
Death is a blessing, and a thing so &r 
Above that worst of all our frailties, fear, 
it claims our joy; since by it we put on 
The top of happiness, perfection* 
<iuit bun ? no^ never whilst I here have breath; 
He's mine in spite of cruelty or death. 

Queen. Then eater, ye grim ministers of fate^ 

Enter Murderers, with PoUan. 

Does not your stubborn courage now abatel 

. Ttn. Noi my resolves more fixt and fiitu are 

grown! 
Bring dreadful racks and tortures yet unknowi^ 
Provide one for each sense, and then do thou 
Tempt me my love and interest to forego ; 
Midst all my pmns Til smile and tell thee, no. 

Queen, hut, minion, soon your insolence sbsUl cease. 
Come, since such resolution you express. 
Take this ; demur notj do't— — 

[Gives her a bowl efpirisan. 

Tim. And is this all I 

I thought t' have had a more heroic fall; 
Expected to have noblest tortures met. 
Not by dull pobon to have found my fate; 
But any way I can thy pow'r defy ; 
Tis for my Alcibiades I die. 

[(ifers to drink* 

F2 
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Queen, Yet yield, and linie. — 

Tdm, live! what have I. to do 

With life, when giv'n by one so base as you 1 

Thus I despise it [Drrnks, 

Queen. Whut dismal tortures straight will on her 
seize!' 

So ! 'twas a health to Alcibiades. 

[Ajter Timandra has drank thepms^n, 
Tim. Now blush at what thy impious rage has cloBe, 

My Alcibiades is still my own ; 

And if thou him embrace when I am gone. 

Each night thy bed FU haunt, and challenge there 

Those joys of wliich thou has bereft me here. 

Anxious shall be each day, disturbed each night, 

A restless shade Fll still be in thy sight ; 

And thee i'-th' height of all thy pleasures fright^ 

Heav'n, what do I feel! 

Queen. Oh, does tlie draught succeed I 

Ard. Madam, |[reat Alcibiades b freed^ 

And just is enf ring. 

Queen. - Straight, with strictest care 

Convey her in, and wait my pleasure there. 

[7%e Murderers lead in Tidbandra^ 

Sweet murder! oh, no physic is so good 

For th' hopeless lover, as a bath of blood, 

Bjut here he comes. 

Enter Alcibiades. 

Now to my griefs again. [Veibf 

Alcih. It makes me wonder how I freedom gain ; 
All thuigs confused and in disorder are. 
ttow's this, in mourning weeds ? unveil, my fair. 
Hah, not Timandra ! [Queen unveilSf 

Queen. No, sir, tho' 'tis one 

That loves as nobly as Timandra can. 
Or could, did she yet live; but she is dead. 

Alcib. How, dead! 

Queen. .Yes ; Tissaphemes that black deed did do^ > * 
Prompted by his ignoble t^ite to ^ou. 
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tiut you w31 wonder more when I shall tell^ 
llmt by liis hand the mighty Agis fell. 
The long k stain : both I and Sparta now 
Have no hopes left bnt what remains in you. 

Alcib. lame! alas! I am a wretch too poor^ 
Timandra dead! curst ever be the hour 
Wherein so faijr an innocent was lost. 
Heav'n justly now may of it's glories boast ; 
For the m^t brigiit and precious saint that e'er 
The world enjoy'd, is jSed, and seated there. 

Q»ien* Why do you let your griefs distract your soull 
Call up your reason, and let passion cool. 
See here a queen, that courts you with the charms 
Of love, a crown, and empire; to her arms, 
Np longer for Tbnaandra sorrow wear; 
I will supply all you have lost in her: 
V\\ love you as she did. 
' Alcibl Oh, madam, no; 

To love likd her's a task too hard for you: 
Love me as she did ! Why each thought she had 
Of me was such, might make an angel glad. 
For crowns, tho' emp'ror of the world I were, 
I'd turn a beggar to recover her. 
Oh, madam, tempt no further; all's but vain; 
I ne'er can have a thought of love again. 

Queen. Never! 

Alcib. No> never. 

Queen. Can you then so soon 

Forget your promise? or will you disown 
That e'er, if you Timandra should survive. 
You vow'd you only for my sake would live? 
You see how heaven has decreed 

Akih, Alas! 

\ then the blesskig knew, but not the loss ; 
Besides, I now must die 

Queen, How, sir, is't thus my proiFer'd love you prize? 

Alcib. I do not hate you; may not that suffice I 

Queen. Ungrateful, no! but I'll reward thy pride. 
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Draw back: 

[The Scene drawn, diecavers Timcndni mt i$- 

ccuchy in the mid^ of her pmne. 
Go, dotard, io, eiyoy tby bride. 
And know, by me thy lov'd llmandra died ; 
Yes, cruel man, by me— 

71m. No, queen, she lives^ 

And still to all thy rage defiance gWes. 
Do I behold my dearest lord so nigh? [iSjpjefAlcibiades. 
Shall I again see him before T die? 

Alcib. Best hopes and comfort of my life, Tm here. 
How feres my love ? ■ 

7?m. O, come not, come not near; 

My blood's aU fire, infection's in each vein. 
And tyrant death in ev'ry part does reign; 
But I for you could suffer much more pain. 

Alcib. Kind heav'n ! let all her pangs upon me fell^ 
And add ten thousand niore. Til bear them< all. 
Do but restore her back. Oh cursed queen t 
What devil armM thee to so damn'd a sio? 
Couldst thou be guilty of so foul a deed? 

Queen. Yes, I did do't ; by me the king too bled. 
Unworthy wretch! and all for love of you ; 
But had I pow'r, I now would kill thee too. 

Alcib. Oh do't. Til blot out all thou'st done before. 
And never call thee base^ nor cruel more. 
Here \b my breast, soon the kind work begin. 
Advance thy poniard, send it boldly in; 

Queen. No, thou sbalt live for harder destiny. 
But first shall see thy dear Timandra die. 

Aldb. Oh misery beyond the damn'd beneath I 
Must I not happy be in life nor death ? 

Tim. Alas! cease your unnecessary moan; 
I find my torments quickly will be gone ; 
Tho' I could wish they might to years renew. 
So I might still be blest with seeing you. 
Now the black storms of fete are sdl blown o'er. 
And we shall meet, and ne'er be parted more. 
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But oh farewell [Dies^ 

Alcib. My dear Umandra, stay ! 

Ah precious soul, fly not so soon away! 
But one look more; will death have no remorse 1 
See, 'tis thy Alcibiades implores^ 
But oh she's gone ; seize there that murd'ress. 

Quern, No. 

Seize me! 'tis more than all your camp can do ; 
Whoe'er comes, here's my guard ; alas! mean fool, 

[Presents her dagger. 
My kite's a thing too great for thee to rule ; 
There lies your constancy. [Pwnting to Timandra. 
[Alcibiades ^te9 to the Queen, and snatches 
the dagger from her, 

Alcib. Infernal hag! 

Whose eVry breath infects, each look's a plague! 
Could not thy fury on my bosom rest. 
But Ihou must wreak thy vengeance on this breast? 

To murder her! curse on me, that I stand 

Thus idle ; now thy heart: 

[Presents the dagger to her breast. 

But oh 'twould brand 

My trophies with eternal infamy. 

If by my hand so base a thing should die : 

Her ills so many, and so odious are. 

They would disgrace an executioner. 

Yet I'd do something; oh I havet; I'll tear [Ravmgly. 

Her piecemeal : — But Timandra's gone too far : 

[MiWy. 
Yonder she mounts ! triumphant spirit stay ; 
See where the angels bear her soul away! 
Now all the gods will grow in love with her : 
And I shall meet fre^ troops of rivals there. 

But thus I'll haste and follow [Stabs himself 4 

« • Devil, there, 

[Throws the dagger to the Queei^ 
Die, if thou hast courage enough to dare. 

But oh! 

A heavy faintness does each sense surprize : 
Yet ere I close up these unhappy eyes. 
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Here the last duteous sorrows they shall pay^. 
And at this object melt in tears away. 
Blest centre of my hopes! in whom I plae'd 
Too choice, too pure a happiness to last ; 
I any loss less than thy death had griev'd ; 
How well could I have died, so thou hadst liv'dl 

Damn'd fiend ! [7b the Queen* 

But ofay why do I rave at her. 
That have so little time to tarry faerel 
One parting kiss, and then in peace FD die ; 

[Kisses Timandnu 
Now, £irewel world ; welcome eternity. 

Enter PAtroolus, Lords and Guards. 

Pat. Horror of horrors! this was a dismal chance; 

Alas, my friend! 

Alcib. Thy useless grief refrain; 

Farewel! we shall hereafter meet again. [Dies- 
Pat* Guards, seize the queen 

Queen, Seize me, rude slaves! forbear. 

Pat, You shall in short your accusation hear. 

To kill the king, my father first you made 

Your property; then basely him betray'd. 

Your woman all confessed, and by the guard 

Is now secur'd to a more just reward. 

And (tho' too late) this black design I knew: 

Yet all your stratagems are useless now. 

Hence with the murderess to justice. 
Queen. Hah! 

Think you that I will die by formal law ? 

No, when Vm dead, be thus my fame supply'd; 

She liv'd a murderess, and a murderess dy'd. 

[Stabs herself^ 

Justice would but my happiness retard ; 

Thus 1 descend below to a reward. 

I shall be queeii of fate : the furies there 

For me a glorious crown of snakes prepare. 

I long to be iu state; my lords, farewell : 

Now, noble Charon! hoist up sail for hell. IP^'* 
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Lord, Her soul b fled 

Pat. With her for ever die 

Her treasons, and her odious memory. 
But whither b the fair DraxiHa gone ? 

Lard, Distracted at the mischiefs that are done. 
She's fled ; but whither, is to all unknown. 

Pai, Quickly let after her be made pursuit; 
rU ransack all the world to find her out. 
Propitious heav'n to her will sure be kind. " 

Enter Lord. 

2 Lard. My lord, we in our votes have all combined * 
To make you king ; the camp, with shouts and cries 
Of joy, send their loud wishes to the skies. 

[Shout within^ long live Patroclus King of Spartam 

Pat, Go bid them their unwelcome noise forbear. 
Turn all their shouts to sighs of sorrow here: 

[Turns to the bodies, , 
They're gone ; and with'tfaem all I wish'd to keep. 
Now I could almost turn a boy, and weep. 
My friend! my mistress! and my father lost! 
Never were growing hopes more sadly crost. 
Now fortune has her utmost malice shown. 
She'd court me with the flatt'ry of a crown. 
A thing so far beneath those joys I miss, 
^is but the shadow of a happiness. 
For how uneasily on thrones they sit. 
That must, like me, be wretched to be great! 

[Exeunt omnes* 
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Now who says poets don't in blood delight? V 

^Tis true, the varletscare not much to fight; > 

But faith, thev claw it off, whene'er they write ; J 

Are bully-rocks not of the common size;, 

Kill ye men faster than Domitian flies. 

Our's made such havock, that the silly rogue 

Was forced to make me rise for th' Epilogue. 

The fop damnM me, but ei;e to hell I go^ "J 

I'd very fain be eatisfied, if you > 

Think it not just that he were serv'd so too. J 

As he hath your's, do you his hopes beguile: 

YouVe been in purgatory all this while. 

Then damn him down to hell, and never spare; 

Perhaps he'll find more favour there than here : 

Nay, of the two may choose the much less evil ; 

If you're but good when pleas'd, ev'n so's the devil. 



FINIS, 
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DON CARLOS, 

PRINCE OF SPAIN. 
A TRAGEDY. 



Principihts placuiste viris, turn uUima laus ett, 

nOR. EP. 17. LIB. 1 
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DON CARLOS. 



The history of the unhappy prince who is the 
subject of the following tragedy, has employed the 
attention of many dramatic writers of different nations, 
Campistron*, a French poet, and pupil of Racine, whom 
he nearly approaches in harmony and dignity, appears 
to have been tlie most successful in his Andronie, 
which, under different names, represents in a spirited 
manner the melancholy story of Don Carlos. 

This prince was the son of Philip. II. and grandson of 
Charles V. Deformed in his person, and furious and 
intractable in his temper, he was the cause of much 
uneasiness to his father, whom he hated and ridiculed. 
He once attempted, froni some sudden impulse, to 
murder his tutor; and when the celebrated duke of 
Alva waited upon him to take bis leave, upon his 
departure to the Low-Countries, then in a state of 
insurrection ; irritated by the disappointment of a wish 
he had entertained to proceed thither himself, he 
attacked, and bad not the duke prevented it, would 
have killed him. 

After Philip married Mary queen of England, he 
pjrojected a match between his son Carlos and Elizabeth 

* I suspect the Akihiade of this author, not Palaprat, to be 
meant by Dr.JobiuOD, as tl\e model of Otway in the preceding 
tragedy. 
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of France ; but becoming a widower by the death 
of Mary, he married her himself. This forms the 
main feature in Otway's tragedy. Carlos^ angry at the 
affront^ rather than at any disappointment of his love, 
had recourse to such violent measures^ as to raise a 
doubt of his sanity; and Philip, whose character is 
blackened by many enormities, took advantage of his 
frenzy, to condemn him to death. In what manner he 
died is uncertain ; but there is little doubt that his death 
was a violent one. 

After thb slight sketch of the original story upon 
which the play was built, it will be proper, to notice the 
extraordinary success it obtained : a success the more 
remarkable, as it appeared whilst Dryden's rhyming 
plays were in full possession of the stage, and whose 
jexcelleuce rendered a competition with him, in this way, 
extreinely difficult. It received the approbation of the 
king and duke of York^ ; was applauded,, as the author 
expresses it in his Preface, as the best heroic play of 
the age ; and, consequently, had a surprising run at the 
theatre. The following is among the hyperbolical 
compliments paid to the author : 

When the aspiring Grecian f in the East, 

And haughty Pliilip is forgot i'th' West, 

Then Lee and Otway*8 works shall be sapprest ! 

Evelyn's Imt of Ovid. 

The success of this piece was certainly not the 1^ 
gitimate fruit of it's merit ; for in that respect it does 

* This he refers to, in the motto to the play* 
t The Rival Queens, by Nat Lee, 1677. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



79 

loot rank considerably higher than the aathor^s first 
play. The profligate earl of Rochester, having quarrelled 
with Dryden, and being fond of acting the part of a 
tyrant in literature, selected Otway as a more re- 
spectable antagonist of the laureat, than Crowne, whose 
play of " Calisto" had, through the same interested 
patronage, been favourably received by the court and 
the public. As both these authors were afterwards 
ridiculed and lampooned by Rochester, it is easy to 
assign his patronage to the proper motive. The violence 
of literary prejudice having therefore been the principal 
source of popularity to this play, it is no wonder that it 
should not maintain it's former height, when deprived 
of that support, and left to sustain itself upon it's own 
intrinsic merits*. 

Like all the rhyming, or heroic plays of that age, 
this tragedy varies from historical truth, for the sake 
of introducing that romantic and metaphysical lope, 
which, at that period, lorded it over the stage, and 
although highly applauded for it's sublimity and ma- 
jesty, appears now, even in it's happiest representa- 
tion, almost a burlesque upon the passion. In the 
following play, if we except Posa, love tyrannizes in 
every breast : not that love which appears in ordinary 
life; but a passion which rages like a tempest, and 
changes with a breath to deadly hate. Thus Eboli, 

♦ Booth, the actor, was, however, informed by Betterton, that 
Don Carlos continued for several years to be more popular, and 
attract larger audiences, than either his " Orphan" or " Venice 
Preserved." 
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wbo, in ihe fourth act, reveals to Don Ctolos her 
passion for hiiu, meeting with a repulse, instantly converts 
her love to hatred, and prosecutes a diabolical system 
of revenge, without even a dawn of retiimiBg affection. 
Otway does not appear to have chosen the iucideots 
jof his tragedy fr<Hn the Spanish Chronicles, or the oth^r 
histories of the time ; but to have followed a novel, 
written «by the Abb^ de Samt Real, who has deviated 
from the truth of histoiy for the sake of composing a 
pathetic and interesting tale. It was represented in the 
year 1676, 
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: *'V99^mpfiio'nd0fiim^ sortiiiUappy « 

ereatare in tbe ^ortd ap-the man- tint ivfailii.aidbituMit 
for certainly he livesto iwry ihtle Hsetfaat only toiis iir 
the same round/' ami >beeaii«/lie<kifowa>wfa*fe«iie^ is^ 
tbon^h in a dirty raad; dares not taritiu^ an a aina»tlier 

ritk for feat of being IM, ^ That I an^aottlirwrftGb 
eondctnti, yiaor Royai Higlihen aiay be- MiiBoiently 
comrineady in Uial 1 tturat iNnMuaie to pal'lhistptotm mi« 
d«r your fatrmmg^. My laotnrea: fa it m%t9iwok ovU* 
Harv! For iMttdts iti)i ownpmi^Biitify to <talw aiiio)^)dvw 
tanlty ot imMishinglbe eit^ebw: devotion H Dweiyour 
R^ipAH^Hx^m^ te mighty ancoasngenient Ltto^iiwd 
firoili y6m apptbbaltioa of it Mrhen: piviiented oil lihc stage, 
tiras Imm enough to kt ina know at whose feet* itou^t 
to be laid. Yet whilst I do this, I ain sensible the €i»* 
rious world will expect some panegyric on those heroic 
TirtueSy which are tbroiigboi^t ii so ipuch fidmired. But 
as they are a theme too great for niy undertaking, so only 
to endeavour at the truth dl'iherfi, imust, in the distance 
between my obscurity and their J^i^it, savour of a flat- 
tery, which in your Royal Highnesses esteem I would not 
be thought guilty of: though in that part of them which 
relates to myf^lf (viz. your favours showered on a thing 
so mean as 1 am) I know not how to be silent. For you 
were not only so indulgent as to bestow your praise on 
this, but even (beyond my hopes) to declare in favour of 
my iirst essay of this nature, and add yet the encou- 
ragement of your commands to go forward, when I had 
VOL. I. c 
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die honour to kiss your Roval Highaeis^ iMnd, in tokco 
of your permission to make a dedication to you of the 
second, I must confess, aini boast, I am very proud of 
it; and it were enough to make me more, were I not 
sensible how far I am uodesermf • Yet when I con- 
sider you never give your favours precipitately, but that 
it is a certain sign of some desert when you vouchsafe to 
promote, I, who have terminated my best hopes in it* 
should do wrong to your goodness, should I not let 
the world know my mind, as well as my condition, b 
raised by it i am eertaio none fhi^ know y<mi' Royal 
Highness wSI disapprove my aspiring to the service of 
so great and so go#d a master; one who (as is appa^ 
rent io aU thoae wbo have the honour, to be near you 
and kamm yon by that title) neter raised without merits 
0t disoouMttmnoed widlout justice. It is that, indeed^ 
obliging severity whieh has in til mtn ereated au awful 
love and Tcspett towards yo«; auioe in the firmness of' 
your resolution the brave ami good man kpMse of yoii* 
whilst the iUnnindad and nalignaat temH yoii. This I 
eouid not ]^s» over } and I h^ your R4yal Highness 
Urill paiddn it> sinee it is unalittitedly vtef aaal to f0u^ wh» 
am in notbhig so unfortuilate^ as that I have not a bet* 
ter opportuili^ to let you and the wc^rid know bow 
muck I atal> 

Tdur Royal HighiMTd 

Most humble, most faithfid, . 
And Bkost obedient Servatti; 
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. J]('i3.B9rtfifitlMK9iiyiPitaUCwti^ 
ih^fi I pesUr t^«^. ^iik^^ p^ftKfv; |ai,.iiiii»iiiil/ftwBiK 
^tU aln^QSit^ pq^^^. trade wijai^,p<Mf^ st^itk^rilb thfM 
that wfAte h^4Jwj^ W^ i|t1>Mi|i€% it niU.liibNi^iMop 
u& iu j|l^;^ip4rPll^iii^ (t^QiiiWl ArmlorbogMi t9cM mtk* 
«ib\e.of it iiii Uft tinny ^Iumiu^Ii^ bj^ annpNinii toUui 

• F^mytliftSj^ Tl^hcWhffiestf fetter day^ ' '' ^ 

' Do ^nfiie^y Wbeil tii^tt^^hfttb shut uip heir gate : 
.:Whcfe4liijp«idiisbrirt3VttHlgMd«MrHftr9kiidck, - 

,>< .^n4fQ^4bH^illilou•«•ft(httfvb1lta«ock;• 

^' ' Tbtol fMA it dccorditie toSir John Harring Ws fpm»- 
lii1{oli^ had f nadi^rstpoq ItaliaDy I would hs^ve giy^n i^ 
tli^ fni&e citisiiialy" but that is not my talent; t&risfoi^ 
to proceed : this Play was the second that ever 1 writ^ 
<Kr thditght of writing. I must confess, 1 had often ^ 
titiTldtion to poetry, iSit never durst venture on my muse, 
till I got her into a corner in the c(>untry ; and then, 
like a bashM youiig lover, when I had her in private, I 
h^d courage to fciQibU» but. never thought sh^; wouLa 
have produced ai^ thing ; till at last, I Know tiot bow, 
ere I was aware, I found myself father of a dram^tif 
bti^h; wKck r tailed Alcibiades: but I might without 
offence to any person in the play, as well have ^\]$i it 
Nebuefaadnezfar ; for my hesro, to do hidi right, ws|^ 
none of that squeamish gentleman I makf^ lum» but would 
as.UUl^a hai^e boggled at the^dbligM^ the tmssion of « 
y«tti^ aod beaiitifel )adv as i ahonld jnyself, had I the 
same opportumties, which I have given him. This t 

63 
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pnbAsh to antedate the objections some people may 
make against that play, who have been (and imich good 
may it do 'em) very severe, as they think, upon this. 
Whoever they .aiv, Iain au)t I nev#r disobliged them: 
nor have they (thank my good fortune) much injuced 
roe. In the mean while, LArgiw 'em, and since I am 
out of the reach on't, leave them to chew thettod on 
their own venom. I am well satisfied I had jthe {greatest 
party of men of wit and sense on my side; amongst 
which I can never enough acknowledge the unsp^a.kable 
lAligatiott^ r veeeiyed from the Earl of R^ wh9, far 
abo^ What Lam mr able to dles^rve ftotn him, seetned 
almost' to make it his business; t^ establish Wih the'go^d 
Opinion of the King and bis Koj^al Hi^hnesis;' fhom both 
of whom I have'sinbe received cdnfii'matioh<if ih^fr j^bod 
liking of it, and'enccmragement to proceed: ^Atiditis 
to him, I must in all gratitude confess, I owe the greate«$t 
part of my good success in this, an0:on whose i^dulgency 
I extremely build my hopes of a ne;Lt« I dace not pre- 
sume to take to myself i^bat •a.gceat many, «nd those 
(I am sure) of good judgment too, have been ^ kind to 
afford me, (viz.) That it is the best heroic play, that 
has beeki written of late; ipr, I thank beayen, I am not 
yet so vain. But this I may modestly boast pf, , which 
the author of the French jBerenice has done before me, 
in his preface to that play, that it never failed to dra]w 
tears from the eyes of the auditors; I mean, those whose 
soiifs were capable of so noble a pleasure : for it was 
not my business to take such as only come to a play- 
house to see farce-fools, and laugh at their own de- 
formed pictures^ Though a certain writerf, that shall be 
nameless, (but you shall guess at him by what follows) 
being asked his opinion of this play, very gravely cocked» 

* Rochester, whose motive in patronizing. Otway at^hU tune, 
'Was solely a debire to mortify Dryden. 

> t This-wasfDryden, who having- probably formed a just esti- 
asAte q{ it*s- merits, was vexed ttit it's popularity. It wiU be re- 
membered that /Voi/ is s^i expression frequently used by Bayetin 
the <* Itehearsal ;'^ a character written to ridicule J>rydfin, 
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and cried, ** Fgad he knew not a line in it he would be 
anthor of." But he is a fine facetious witty person, as 
my friend Sir Formal has it ; and to be even with him, 
I know a Comedy of his, that has not so much as a 
quibble in it which I woidd be author of. And so^ 
Reader, I bid him and thee 

FaiewelL 
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PROLOGUE. 



Whek first our author took this play in hand. 

He doubted much, and long was at a stand. 

He knew the fame and memory of kings « 

Were to be treated of as sacred things, 

Not as they're represented in this age. 

Where th^ appiear the lumber of the sta^J 

Us'd only just for reconciling tools, 

Or what is worse, made villains all, or fools. 

Besides, the characters fee shows to-night, 

He found were very difhcult to write : 

He found the fame of France and Spain at pta|^e, 

Therefore long paused, and fearM which part to titjae; 

Till this his judgment safest understood, 

To make th^m jbothi^eroic as he cou'd. 

But now the greatest stop was yet unpast; 

He found himself, alas ! coniin'd too ,uiat. 

He is a man of pleasure, sirs, like you, 

And therefore hardly could lo bus'ness^w; 

Till at the last he ^iid cIms ooiiquest get, '^ 

To make his pleasure whetstone to his wk^ > 

So sometimes for variety he writ. 9 

But as those blockheads, who discourse by rote. 

Sometimes speak sense, altho' they rarely know'tf 

So he scarce knew to what his work would grow, 

But 'twas a play, because it would be so : 

Yet well he knows tliis is a weak pretence. 

For idleness is the worst want of sense. 

Let him not now of carelessness be tax'd. 

He'll write in earnest, when he writes the next : 

Mean while 

Prune his superfluous branches, never spare ; '^ 

Yet do it kindly, be not too severe, > 

He may bear better fruit another year. 3 
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PRAMATIS PERSONiE, 



Philip II. King of Spain. 
'Don Carlos, his Son, • " ^ 

Don John of Austria. ..■,••'. 

Marquis of PosA, the Ptirie^s Confident. • 
Rui-GoMEZ. • -! •■ •' -" •■■ >• •. ' ■ > 

lOfficer of tht Guards. '■ ^ ' 

QuBEN i/'Spuiu,. ,!.,;» • .1 ... . ,i*, 1 .. 
Duchess ofE^hi, Wjf^ ta l^w^Qim^i^. : 

Oaecia. 
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DON CARLOS, 

PRINCE OF SPAIN. 



ACT I. 

SCENE L—A Palace Royal. ' 

7%f Curtain drawn, discovers the Kino and Qusbn 
Mended, Dan Carlos, the Marquis ' of Posa, 
Kui-GoMBz, S^c. Eboli, Henrietta, Garcia, 
Attendants, Guards, i 

King. Happy the luouarch, on whose brows no cares 
Add weight to the bright diadem he wears ; 
Like me in all that he can wish for, blest. 
Renown and love, the gentlest calms of rest. 
And peace, adorn my brow, enrich my breast. 
To me great nations tributary are ; 
Tho' whilst my vast dominions spread so far. 
Where most I reign, I must pay homage here. 

[To eAe Queen. 
Approach, bright mistress of my purest vows : 
Nor show me him tliat more religion owes 
To heaven. 
Or to it's altars more devoutly bows. 

Dan Car. So merchants, cast upon some savage coast. 
Are forc'd t^ 9ee their dearest treasures lost. 
Curse ! what's obedience ? a lalse notion made -x 

By priests, who when they fouiid old cheats decay'd> > 
By such new <trts kept up. declining trade. [Aside. J 
Afetber! Qh-r- ; , 

King. . J .Why 'does niy Carlos shroud 

His joy, and wlien alTs sunshme wear a cloud? 



} 
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My son, thus for thy glory I provide ; 
From this fair charmer, and our royal bride. 
Shall such a noble race of heroes spring. 
As may adorn the court when thou art king. 

Dan Car. A greater gfory I can never faiow. 
Than what already I enjoj in you. 
The brightest ornaments ^f cvowns and pow'rs 
I only can admire, as they are your's. 

King. Heav'nl how be stands unmoved I not the 
least show 
Of transport. 

Dan Car. Not admire your happiness? I do 
As much admire it as I reverence you. 
Let me express the mighty joy I feel : 
Thus, sir, I pay my duty when I kaseL . 

IKneds to the <|iKen. 
. Quetn. How hard it is his passion to eoafiue ! 
I'm sure 'tis so, if I may judge by nine, M«td<r. 

Alas, my lord, you're too obtiequious now. [To Car. 

Dan Car. O ! might f but enjoy this pleasure still. 
Here would I worship, and forever kneel 

Queen. Tore heav'n, my lord 1 ^ou know not what 
you do. 

King. Still there appears disturbance on his brow ; 
And in his looks an eamestuess 1 read, 
liVhich from no common causes can proceed. ' fAsitk. 
I'll probe Ixim deep — 

-^ ^When, when, my dearest joy, [7> ^&f Queep. 

€hall I the mighty debt of love defray T 
Hence to love^ secret temple let's retire, j 

There on his altars kindje |h' am'rous 6re, ^ 

Then, phoenix-like, each in the flame expire. ' ^ 

Still he is fi;t'd— [Looking onJOoH Carlos. 

Gomez, observe the pfince. 'fTi> ftui-Obhiea* 
Tet smile on me, my charming excellence. 
^Vir^ns should only fears and blushes show; 
But you must lay aside that tide now. 
The doctrine which I preach, by heaven, is good: 
Oh, theimpetuous sallies of my jbloodj 
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Qtfeen; To what Mnwfhom^joy$ Tn fove'dto yidL4} 
Now fate her utmost malice b»s falfiird. 
Carlos, fiireweU; for mq?, I, mwt submit — 

King. Now IW9HI fv^h iraj^ture, let us fly, my sweet. 
My 8on» f^^^blf^ from thy breast resigo. 
And let thy father's happiness be thine. 

[JSfiimmt Kmg and Quaen aiUmdei. 

Dan Car. Wl^t kiqg, ^bat;god would not kis pow'r 

T^^njoy so much difviiiity beiow ? 
Didst thou beh<4d Jier« Po$at 

Po«a. . Sir, I did. 

Don Car. And is shenota^w^eiooe} Suchaiiride! 
O Posa, (MK^ fhe was ^k^reed for mine : 
Once I had Jiope^ i>C/Uiss« . Hftdst thou but seen 
How biest« how proud I was. if I oould ^t 
But leave tp.lie^ p^iitrstte Atiier feejt, 
Ev^n with, a look I CfMuM my pmits beguile;: 
Nay^ she in jnty tqo would, fiffetuf^timos. smile;; 
TtU a|,th|; 1^ iny ybw8isaoe«ssfttl prev'd, . 
And one day^ ^hing, she ooolbs'd she lof'd. 
Oh ! then I foaiad so •Umtoto •our joy, : 
With eyes th«is4a»guttbiiig we lo^'d all d^ ; 
So vigorous and sIrMig we idaivledbeamtf. 
Our meeting gtomce^ <kifitted int» Aunea ; 
Nothing we found likal |^iami«Vi not ddi^bt: ) 

For wbiw Hide ishades defiriv'd us cxf the light* > 

As we had gaz'd aU da}v ^ dreantf dtf night. J 

But after all tk&m laiMMira Modergoiiej ' , 
A cruel 4atbpr jdnifi rdeatii^s his aoB ; \ 
In their &U lieight 19^ chaiee^t bopef bogniles^ 
Ami robs me .or tbt frail; io£ «U aoyitqila. 
My dearest Posa» thou wert eiver hind ; . 
3r]ng thy best counsel^ aiid^direct my miiid^ ' 

12»»-6oiit. Still he is here-^niy lordl 

Dan Car. Your business now ? 

fiui-Gm. I'f«%MMOiiolftni%4lid«yeur clouded brow. 
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Ah ! tbo^ you-v* lost a beauty weM might niake 
Your strictest honour and your duty shake; 
Let not a father's ills niisgHide yo\ir mind*. 
But be obedient, tho' he has proved unkind. 

Don Car. Hence, cynic, to dull slaves thy mords 
teach, 
I have no leisure now to hear thee preach: 
Still you'll usurp a power o'et my will. 

Rui-Gam. Sir, you my sen'ices interpret ill : 
Nor need it be so soon forgot, that I 
Have been your guardian from your infancy. 
When to my charge committed, I alone 
Instructed you how to expect a crown ; 
Taught you ambition, and war's noblest arts^ 
How Co lead armies, and to conquer hearts; 
Whilst, tho' but young — 
You would with pleasure read of sieges got. 
And smile to hear of bloody battles ibught : 
And still, tho' not controni, I may advise. 

Don Car. Alas, thy pride wears a too thin disguise: 
Too well I know the falshood of thy soul. 
Which to my father render'd me so ^TduI, 
That hardly as his son a smile I've known. 
But always as a traitor met his frown. 
My forward honour was aml>itfOD callVl : 
Or if my friends my early lame eatoll'd. 
You damp'd my father's smiles still as they' sprang, 
Persuading I repin'd he liv'd too long. 
So all my hopes by yo& were frustrate made. 
And, robb'd of sunshine, withe^'d in' the shade. 
Whilst, my good patriot! yoo dispo^^d the crown 
Out of my reach, tp'have it in' your own. • 
But I'll prevent your poKcy-^ i ,• ' 

Rui'Gom. Mylord, ^' . -- 

This accusation is unjust and hard. 7 

The king, your falhet,"w6ttld u6t 'so upbraid 
My age: is all iny service thus repaid ? . 



• AfiiUti-m^^^^Uititu^ 
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But I will be^Dce^ aiid tet :iiiy m^^or. lie^if 
How generojasJjy y^^ reward, noiy care ; 
Who on ray justpomplai^t^ I doabt QOty will 
At least redress the injuries I {&^\. ,, [Exit Gomez, 
^Ppsa. A^as, my{(ird, you toQ severely urge 
Your fate; his interest with t^e kiog is large. 
Iksides, you hiovf h^r ha^ alre.a4y se^i , r 

The transports of your passion fojr the queen. 
The use he may. of that advantage nmke 
You ought at leus^.t'avoidj but for.h^r s^l^e; 

i>f II Car. jA^j my^ deslr friend, tliou'st touch'd my 
teniVresf part ; 
I never yet learn'd the dissemhlij^g art. . 
Oo, call bim back, ; tell him that 1 implore 
His pardon, aud.wjU ue'er offi^ud hjii^ more. . 
The queen ! kind l>eav'n, |uake,her thy nearest care. 
O ! fly, oVtake him ere he goes too far. [EjcU Posa* 
How are we bandied up and down by fate! 
By so much more ^((happy as we're great. 
A prince, and heir, to Spain's great monarch born» 
. I'm forc'd to court a slave whom ip.08^ I scorn; 
Who like a briupp^i^ ^ong^t a .cedar's boughs^ 
Vexes his pe^e^ ,U9der whose shades he grows. , 
Now he returns: assist lae falshood-T-down, 
Thou rebel pfi^^on — 

Re-enter ftui-GoMEZ and PosA. 

^ Sir, I fear I've done [To Rui-Gomez. 

You wrong ; but if I have, you can forgive. » 

Heav'n I can I do this abject thing, and live i [Aftide. 
Rui'Gom. Ab« my good lord, it makes too large 
amends, s 

When to his vassal thus a prince descends; 
Tho'it wassbmetliing rigid and unkind, 
l^^upbraid yo)ir faithful servant and your friend. 

Quabtuzhlenta Solent inter vibuma cupressi. 
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Dan Car. Ahtif, no m^/tt; M jealoMfsi^ sMl eecoe^ 
Between us two let thetebe, heiieef^MPtli, fMJsee. 
So may just heaf'n aMMt mie i^lieti listi^, ^ 
Ai I to Gomea alwayswttl be tnie.' 

Rui'G^m. Stay, sir/ find for this nrightyftrvonrtake 
All the return sinceri^ can make. 
Blest in your father^arlo^ lis Pm 111 yinflfv. 
May not one fear distsrfo yoar baippy boars r 
Crown'd witb suecess'may all yomr wisbeft be, ' 

And you ne'er find worse enemies^ than me! 

[EjMsuHt Don CtHos tf^Posa. 
Nor, spite of all his greatifeft, shall be fieed": 
Of too long date bis min is decreed. 
Spain's early hopes of him have been my fears; 
Twas I the* charge bad of his lender y ears^ 
And riead in a^^e progress of bis growth, 
Aa aAtam'di boagh^, bot and foridos yoiitfa ; 
A will unruly, and a spirit wildr 
At all «yrfancqf»ts. still with scorn ha smiled. 
Or when, by th' power I from his father had. 
Any restraint atas on 4ii9 piaaBa^iaiii^,^ 
Usher'd witk ff owns on me bis soii svoiM irise. 
And threaten ftttute veugeaacafinmi iatt eyife. 
But now to all my fears Ibid^i^diea; 
For, prince, I'M hiimbie bojtfa yiwr iate aod you. 
Here comes the star by whom my coarse I stear. 

Enfjer Eboli*. 

Welcome, my lore— 

EboK. My lord, why stay yoa beto^ 

Losing ^e pleasures of this happy aigl^ ? 
When all the court are melting in de^ght, 
YoM toil with the dull business of the state. 

Rui-Gom. Only, my fair one, how to make thee great. 
Hiou tak'st ap all the bus'oess of my heart, . 
And only to it pleasure can'st impart. 
Say, say, my goddess, whea shall I be. blast t 
It is an age since I was happy last^ 
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Eboii. My lord, I ctmH mthiOmtww W hmiff 
Your love» bol off^ tomethkig lo your <»ur« 
If you ha?e well observ'il, yon HMMt bave aetq^ ., ' 
To day, some .strange disomer^ia tht qiif«u» 
. Rui'Gom. Yes, snch wa youthful brides do stitt 

express, 
linpatieut longing for the fafeppiddst* , 
Approachiog joys will so disturb the MnA, 
As needles always trranble near the pole* 

Ebolu Come, coi&c, my Iom^ seam imI io blind; t(M» 
well 
I've seen the wrongs which' yon from Carios ffel; 
And know your }fidg»ent ia too good to loaa ^ 
Advantage, wbere yma nn^ m mmy chooit. 
Say now, if I inform ymi bow you may 
With full revenge aH yo«r past Wfoagaiapay* 

Rui-Gifm* Bleat omde ! apeak how il may ba denes 
My will, my life, my bopea, ana all tby 0wq, 

Eboli. Hanoa tbtn, and with your atficleat cttonbig 
try 
What of the queen and prince yon can descty ; 
What ev'ry look, each quick and subtle glance ; 
Then we'll from all produce such cireumstanca 
As shall the khig^s new jaalouay advance. 
Nay, sir. Til try what mighty love you show: 
If you will make ma greati begin it now. 
How, sir, d'ye stand considering what to do t 

Rui-Omn. No^ but metfaioka I view from henee 
king, 
A queen, and prince, three goodW flowers spifagt 
Whilst on them like a subtle bee Fll prey. 
Till so their strength and virtue drawn away. 
Unable to recover, each shall droop. 
Grow pale, and fading bang his wfthci^d top : 
Tbeit^fraught with thyine, triumphant back III come. 
And unlade aH the precious sweets at home. [Ex. Oo« 

Eboii. In thy fond policy, blind fool, go on. 
And make^bal fattMe tbou can'st to be undone. 
Whilst I have nobler boa'ness of my own* 
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Was I hnA npm gMttMitI HtTel bim 

Nurtured with ^lofiMas iMpe* to be.a 4|ttcem I . 

Made love my sUidy, and with praclb'd dwnia 

Prepared myself Ip naet a^mqaarch's anas; 

Atlfiaf to be coiKkmn'd' to the embrace ^ 

Of one, whom nature made to her disgrace . ^ . . » 

An old, imperfect, itMmt^g^Ax^mho 

Can only tell (aks!) What he iwoald^io ? , . . « ^,.^ 

On him to throw away my youth and biooiii»' 

As jeWels tfidt ara lost t'duWh a tonbl . 

No, tho' all hopes are in a husband dead. 

Another ^llflo'haifpiotsaniitRlMl; i : m .^ - . 

Elsewhere fM 'joytf wWch I'm at biaa ^t^td c . i . 

Yet, while h^ can; 4et the sla¥» aene n^ inide. a. 

Still ni in pleasnl^ ftkt;iii fftatyirsbiiM ; • •• . i. . 

The gallant; yotfthM Aastm sUI be BMoe: 

T««M^lr<«nMyfarob«f<€bitaMrUniovt<.. . . 

Let others te^'ll>r^gfeittnas% ^iPbUil I kw%. » - [£rtl« 

• • -.Ji."»-i. ) i ,»j- vfii ..-. ■ f» . ' / r '• .« I . , 

V SCEf9B' fl4^^fr'ONMpa<7fM« it.. * 

' : v< <l- 11'./ •/ H -'•I'.- ».i f - / . r '. f .,1 



.P)^ Jo&n. W-b^ 4^Ki<l .jl^M l^w ^}i^!^ nature, who^* 

. first made ' ' ' 

That law by whicb tfs^lf i%0();^,bej^ay'4^. 
£r^ umn'^ corri^ti^i^ poaae him wrel^cbed, he 



Was bom most noble that wa^ born most free 
Each of himself was lord, aud unconfin'd, 
Obey'd*the dictates of bUgod-li^^e mia(|. 
Law wasi an. inooy^tion brought in since, 
\Vl;^eii .fools bfgan ta love obedience. 
And calrd tbeir sfev/ry, s^ety and deft^nc^^' *\ 
My glorious father gpt jne in his he^t, ^ \., j ' 
Ayiien alf be did was ^ujineutly great : 



f 
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When watlike B«^*a fBHIiis e«iii|uMiig ptJuV^ 
And the proud Grernitn^ own^dfcini empeion 
Why should it fo« a sttm then oii my bloody 
Because I came not in the-eomtnoo nm^t' 
But born obscure, and "so more like « godi 
No ; tifo' lift diadtm aholher weiir^ 
At least to att his pleasures Fit i»e Mr. 
Htic I should meet my Eboit, my ftir* < 

Enter Eboli. - j 






She comes ; as the bright Cyprian goddess nsfveSi 
When loose, ai^d ia hix filiari^t dr«wft« by doves. 
She rides to meet the warlike god siie loves. 

EbolL Alas, my lord, yiMi know p^ with what faar 
And hazard I am come to meet you here. 

Dan Jokn* O banish it : lov^if Xik^ us should fly. 
And, mounted by Iheir wishes, $oar» on high» 
Where softest ecstasies and transports are. 
While fear alone disturbs the lower air. 

EMi. But who is safe when eyes are ev'iy wlien 
Or if we could with happiest sfcresy 
£^oy ^hese sweets, oh, whither shall we fly 
77 escape that sigbt whence we can nothiffy hidel 

Don John. Alas, lay this religion now aside ; 
ril shew thee one moie plea«iiil, that whieh Jove 
Set forth to the old worlds wfien from above 
He came himself, and laiight his mortals lover 

Eboli. Will nothing tlieu quench your unruly flame 1 
My lord, you might consider who I am. 

Don John. I know you're her I love, what should I 
more 
Begard ? 

Eboiu — By heav*o lie's brave {AMi* 

But can so peor • 

A tbought possess your breast, to thinir that I 
Will brand my name with lust and infamy! 

Don John. Those wiio are noblest born diould higher 
prize 
Love's sweets. Oh! let me fly into those eyesl 

vol: I. ■ 



} 



} 
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There's sQdieUiiiig io them leads my soul astmy: 
As he who in a necromancer's glass 
Beholds his wish'd-for fortune by him pass^ 

Yet still with greedy eyes 

Pursues the vision as it glides away. 

EML Protect me, heav'n, I dare no longer stay ; 
Your looks speak danger : I feel something too 
That bids me fly^ yet will not let toe gow [HalfMrnde* 

Don John, Take vows and pray'rs if ever I prove 
false ; 
See at your feet the humble Austria falls. [Kneels. 

EbolL Rise, rise, [Austria rUee. 

My lordy why would you thus deoefvel 
• [Sigke. 

Don John. How many ways to wound me you con- 
trive? 
Speak, wouldst thou have an empire at thy feet 1 
Say, wouldst thou rule the world 1 1ll conquer it. 

Ebolu No ; above empire far I could pruee you» 
If you would be but — 

Don John. ^What? 

Eboli. For ever true. 

Don John. That thou may^st ne'er have cause to limr 
those harmSy 
111 be coafin'd for ever in Ihy arms: 
N|iy, nt not one short minute from thee stray ; 1 

Myself ril on thy tender bosom lay, > 

TUl in it's warmths I'm melted all away. y 

A 

Enter Garcia. 

Gar. Madam, your lord *- 

Eholi. Oh ! fly, or I'm undone. [Exit Gar. 

Don John. Must I without my blessing then be gone ! 

[Kisses hernand. 

Eboli. Tliink you this indiscretion merits one ? 

[PuiUfitbaelt.] 

Don John. Pm aw'd 

As a sick wretch, that on his death-bed lies, ) 

Loth with his friends to part, just as he (dies, > 

Thus sends his soul in wishes from his eyes. [Exit, j 
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EboH. Oh heav'ii ! what charms in youth aod vigour 
are! " 

Yet he in conquest is not gone too far; 
Too easily ril not myself resign : 
Ere I am his, I'll make him surety mine'; ,. | 
Draw him by subtle baib into the trap. 
Till he's top ikr got In to make escape ;' " 
About him swiftly the soft snar6 FU cast. 
And when I have him there, Fll hold him fast. 

J^nter Rt;i-GOME«. / 

R9h4xam. "Thas utraecompan/d Isiibtly rangie 
Tlie solitary paths of dark revenge : 
The fearful deer* in herds to coverts rntt. 
While beasts of prey affect to roam alone. 

Eboli, Ah ! my dear lord, bow do you spend yout 
hours 1 
You little think what my poor heart endures; 
Whttst, with your absence tortur'd, I in vain 
Pant after jo}s I ne'er can hope to gain. 

Rui'Gom. You camiot my mikindness sure upbraid ; 
' Yo«: should forgive those faUtts yourself have made. 
Remember you the task you gave ? ' 

EbolL TIstrUe; 

Your pardon, for 1 do i^hiember now. fS?^*** 

If I forgot, 'twas love had all my mind • • ' ■ 
* And 'tis no sin, i hope, to be too kind. 

Rui'Gom. How happy am I in a faithfiil wife! 
Oh thou most precious blessing of my life ! 

£boH. Does then success attend upon yoUt toil t 
I kng to see you revel in the spoil. 

Rui-Gom. What stnctest diligence could do, fve 
4one,' 
V incense an angry father 'gainst hi^ son. 
I to advantaffi^ told him all that^s past, 
Pescrib'd with art each am'rous glance tliey ca^t : 
So that thb night he shunii'd the marriage-b^d. 
Which thro' the court has various murmurs ^read. 
H2 
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Enimr the KlN6» Mended hg PosA. 

See where he oomes with fury In h» ejes ; 
Kind heav'u but grtot the storm may higher rise. 
If t grow too louc^ rU lurk in some dark ceil» 
And laogh to hear my magic work so well. 

King. What's all my glory, all my pompi how poor 
Is fading greatness ! or bow vain is pow'r ! 
Where all the mighty conquests I have seen 1 -x 

I, who o'er nations have victorious been» > 

Now cannot quell one little foe within. 3 

Curs'd jealousy, that poisons all love's sweets! 
How heavy on my heart th' invader sits! 
Oh Gomec, thou hast giv'n my mortal wound. 

Rui-Gam. What is't does so your royal thoughts 
confound 1 
A king his pow'r unbounded ought to have. 
And, ruling all, should not be passion's slave. 

King. Thou counsell'st well, but art no stranger surt 
To the sad cause of what I now endum. 
Know'st thou what pouQA tbou didst lately give^l . 
And dost not wooder to behold me live ] 

Rul^Gmn. I only did as by my duty tied. 
And never studied any thing beside. 

JTfitf* I do not blame thy dnty or thy care : 
Quick^, what past between them mor<^ declare. 
Hov gneedSy my soul to ruin flies ! 
As he, who in a fever bumiog lies. 
First of his^^riends does for a disop implore. 
Which. tadled ooce^.uoable to give o'tjc. 
Knows 'tis hit faihe# yet still thirsts after moce. 
Oh then . . i > . 

Rui'Gom. . i : I lour that you'll interpret ^i»ng ; 
Tis true, th^^^d, bttt ftwaa not very, loa^ 

KiK^^ Lie still, my heart: not long, was't that you - 
said} 

Rm-Gmn. No longer: than they in ybqr presence 
staid. 



I 
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Kn^. Na I<N]ger ? Why, a sonl in less time ffies y, 
To heav'n ; and they have cfaang'd tbeir'siit dieir eyes* 
Hence abject fears, begone t she^s all divine. 
Speak, friends, tan angels in perfection nn 1 ' 

RuuGmn. Atfgels fiat shine abovei do oft best6w .. 
Their influence on poor mortals here below. 

King. But Carlos kmj son, and aKrsys near; 
Seems to move with me in niy glorious sphere. 
True, she may sbow'r promiscuous blessings down 
On slaves that ga2e for what falls from a crown : 
But when too kindly she his brightness sees^ 
It robs ray lustre to add more to his. 

But oh ! I dare not think 

That those eyes should at least 30 humble be. 
To stoop to him, when they had vanquished me. 

Pma. Sir, I am prond to think I know the prince. 
That he of virtue has too great a sense. 
To cherish but a thought beyond the bound 
Of strictest doty. He to me has owu'd. 
How mnch was to his former passion due. 
Yet still confessed he above all pri2'd you. 

Rui'Q^m, Yon better reconcile, sir, than advise: 
Be not more charitable than youVe wise. 
The king is sick, and we should give him ease. 
But first find out the depth of his disease. 
Too sudden cim^s have oft pernicious grown ; 
We must not heal up fetiter'd wounds too soon. 

Kmg. By this then you a pow'r would o'er me gam, 
WouncRng to let me linger in the pain. 
ITm stung, and w^n't the tortui^ long endure : 
Serpents that wound, have blood tliose wounds to curi^ 
<! Rui-Gim. Good heav'n forbid that I shooid ever darii 
To question virtue in a queen so fair ; 
Tho^ she her eyes cast on your glorious son: 
Men oft ^ee treasures, and yet covet none^. 

• Jl/fen ofi see freasures^ &C.— ; — 

lutgente^ ocuio irretmo :\ 

Spectat acervot. ffor. 
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ftfq^ Think 9^t W UM M wUk4«rliiNMi% 
TV truth dufgoit'd id oba«or« qofitt^riet. 
]4o, I will trac« bit whiding^a M ber <l«fk 
And subtlest patb% Mchilittle tctiop ravli. 
If die prQvf fjilse, m jf«t I (Inaif ^ dies, 

EnUr Qqsiy ^tt$mded^ ami H^nbistta. 

Ha! here I O kt me turn away my eyes. 
For all around she'll her bright beams dis|il«y : ^ 

Should I to ga^e on the wild meteor stay, > 

Spite of myself I shall be led astray. 3 

[Exit the King attended, looking ai ti^ Queen. 

Queen. How scornfully he is withdrawn!— ^ 
Sure ere bis love he'd let me kuow his pow'r: 
As heav'n oft thunders ere it seuds a sbow'r« 
This Spanish gravity is very odd i ^ 

Ail things are by sev^^rity so aw'd, r 

That little love dares hardly peep abroad. ^ 

Hen. Alas! what can you from old age expeclU 
When frail uneasy men the(ii&elve$ u«glect i 
Some little warmth perhaps may be Unbind. . 
Tho' such as in extinguish'd fires you'll fiiid; 
Where some remains of he^^t the asbe> li^ld. 
Which, if for more you open, straight *re fold. 

Queen. . Twas interest and sa&l j^ ot th^ ^UU ;> . i 
Interest, that bold imposer oi} oujf fat^i-; i 
That always to dark ^uds mi^uides ou^ iwilli^ .. 
And with false happiness saH>oths o'er (\^x ills* 
It was by thftt unhappy Frai^:e wa& k4^ j 

Wbeni, tho^ by contra/c| I should Carlv4 w^ > 

I was an ofFVing made to Philip's bed. 3 

Why sigh'st tliou. Henrietta I [H«». sig/k9. 

Hen. WhQis'tcan 

Know your sad f^te« 4Qd yet from grief r^fraio ) 
With pleasure oft I've heard you smiling tell 
Of Carlos' love. 

QuetH. Aiidiblitpkat^yoiifistin 
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In thftl-bf^e t^Aice's courtship Hiere dMI meet 

All that we could obligiog calf, or sweet 

At ev'ry point he with advaotage stood ; -^ 

Fierce as a lien^ if provok'd abroad ; > 

Else soft as angels^ chaniiiDg as a god« i 

Hen, One so accomplished, and that lov'd you too. 
With what resentments must he part with you ! 
Methinks I pity him-^ — But oh ! in vain : * 

He^s both above my pity and my pain. [AtUe^ 

Queen, What means this strange disorder? 

Hen, Yonder view. 

That which I fear wfll discompose you too. 

Enter Don Carlos, and Posa. 

Hiueen, Alas, the prince! There to my mind appears 
Something that in me moves unusual fears. 
Away, Henrietta [Off^ers to go. 

Don Car, Why would you be gone ? 

I« Carlos' sight ungrateful to you grown 1 
If 'tis, speak : in obedience Fil retire. 

Queen, No, you may speak, but must advance uo 
nigher. 

Don Car, Must I then at tliat awAil distance sue. 
As our foie-iatliers were conopell'd to do. 
When they petitions made at that great shrine, 
Where none but the h%fa priest mig^t enter in ? 
Let me approach ; I've nothing for your ear. 
But what's so pure it might be offered there. . 
; Queen, Too iong 'tis dang'rous ffyr me here to stay : 
If you must speak, proceed : what would you say ? 

[Carlos A»ier& 
Nii^, tMs strange ceremony pray give o*er« 

Don Cur. Was I ne'er in this posture seen before \ 
Ah! can your croel heart so soon resign ^ 

All sense of ^ese sad sufferings of mine? 
To your more just remembrance, if you can. 
Recall how Aite'Seem'd kindly fo ordain 
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That once you should be-mine; wlikkl; IbeUtvMt 
Tbo'now, alagS'i*iMltlwtsdei!«R^d.> • 

Qtieen. Then, «fV|>yo«'«ho«My<«r^e, iiotneii{i»' 
braid. • . - t < * r.i^^ -' 

Dan Car, I will not «iy yoii'«B< broke tiie^^oiM»yrtl 

onade ; ^ - 

Only imploia* ymvdroiiUhnot'qiiite fdrget 

The* wretch youVe dh seen dying at yotir feet ; 

And uQm no other favour befs to>bai^, ' > 

Than such kind pity aa beeomesymir'shive;' i 

For 'midst yo«r higli^t joys, witho«t » nxhot. 

At least you noir^andtben niay^-thiak o€hjn». / 

Queen, If e'er yon lov'd me^' v»ii would this forbear; 
It is a language wMch I dare wit hearr > 
My heart and faith become yotipfntfaer's rig^; 
Au other passions I must now forget. V 

Dm Car. Can tb^n a crown aa# nM^esty disptobe ^ 
Upon your heart such mighty induence, C 

Tiiat I must be for ever baaisb'd thence I - • ^ S 
Had I been rais^itto aN the heights tof ^^.r^ '' -h . / 
In triumph crown'd the wofkiVgresftitnyperAr, '^ V> 
Ofali it'shcfies, idlif^-amtepotoeas^:. ' .' 

Yet you shoukl still have gevern'd ki nfy breast. 

QiififA. In vain on her yon obNgations lay, 
Who wants not wiH, bnf 'power lo n^df, • • * . » # / 

hen. Yet had you Henriiilta^ iteart, yoQWOidd<'« ^ 
At least strive to affi>rd him all you ebuld; - [AMe. 

Dan Car. Oh ! «y nOt- you Siviint pow'r; you may 
with one 
Kind look pay doubly all Tve undergone. 
And knew you but the innocence I bear^ 
flow pure, bow spotless all my wishes are. 
You would not scruple to supply my want, 
When all I ask you may so safely grant. 

Queen. I know not what to grant; too weH I find ' 
That still at least I cannot be unkind. 

Dan Car. Afford me then that little which 1 crave.' 

tjjueen. You shaii not want ivhat I may let you have, 
[Gives her hand, eighing. 
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Don Car. like eae^ 



That sees H heap of itcfiis before yoicaaitt > 
Thence to cho«tse<«iiy tbsferinaijr please him best ; 
From the rich treasure whilst I choice should make, 
DacsriMl'mtii atl^ 1 know not where to take. 
I would be rich 

Queen. Nay, you too*fiir<noiioa«b; 

I fear I liinre already giv'n too much. [Turns fr&m hiiA^ 

Dan Car* Oh» take not back Ugaki th' appearkig bliss i 
How difficulff the path tp happiness I 
Whilst up thefxreeipice we climb with pai% T 

One little slip throws us ^uiteiHnrn >agaia< 
Stay, madam^ tho" you nothing more can giTe, 
Than just enough tot keep a wretch ahve ; . 
At least remember bow IVe lov'd-^-'-^*- I 

Queen. I will. . • ) ^ 

Don Cor, That was so hind, that I must b^ more 
/ still; <> ■ 1 

Let me love on :. it is a very poor e I 

And easy gfiu^ yet Til MJifteat tto mosew . 

Queeu. Do you -beiiefe that you can iove retain, i 
And not expect ta be belov'd again 1 

Dan Car. VeA, I will love, imd think I?m happy teef. 
So long as 1 ca» find that you are ao ; v .. <. 

All my disquiets baubh from my breast;. 
r will endeavour to do so at leait. [Sighing detply. 
Oc if I can't my misericaf outwear. 
They; never more shall come^t'oflTend ^your ear. 

Queen. Love then, brave prince, whilst 1*11 thy love 
admire; 

[Giw$ her hand, which Don Carlos during 
all this Speech kiitses eagerly. 
Yet keep the flame so pure, such cliaste desire. 
That without spot hereafter we above 
May meet, when we shall come all soul, all love. 
Till when — Oh ! iAh,itber am I run astray 1 
I grow too weak, and must no longer stay: * ' 
For should I, the iloft charm so strong would grow,* ' 
1 find that I shall want the pow'r to go. 

[Exeunt Queen anii itenriettal 
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Ihm Car. Oh sweet-^ 
If such tniiiq)6rt be in a taito to nudl. 
How blest must he be that possesses all! 
Where am I, Posal Where's the queen I 

Posa. My lord, 

A while some respite to your heart afford: 
The queen's retired, — 

Don Car. Retii'd ! And did she then 

Just shew nie heaven, to shut it in again I 

This little ease augments roy pain the more ; » 

For now I'm more impatient than before. 

And have discover*d riches make me mad. 

Pasa. But since those treasures are not t6 be had. 
You should correct desires that drive you oo 
Beyond that duty which becomes a son. 
No longer let the tyrant love invade ; ' 
The brave may by themselves be happy made» 
You to your father now must all resign. 

Don Car. But ere he robb'd me of her, she was mine. 
To be my friend is all thou hast to do, / ^ 

For half my miseries thou canst not know. > 

Make myself happy I Bid the damnVl do so ; > 

Who in sad flames must be for ever toss'd, 
Yet still in view of the lov'd heav'n they've lost. 



ACT III. 

SCENE T.— 7*e Grove continues. 
Enter Dan John ^ Austria. 

Don John. How vainly woidd diiU moralists inqmst 
Limits on love, whose naiiire brooks no laws } 
Love is a god, and like a god should ha. 
Inconstant, with unbounded liberty, ^ 

B^ive as be list — 
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I find it; for ev'ii now I've kad % fnwt. 

Of which a god iiiq;ht oeiret^for m taile. 

Metbiuks I yet^-^ 

See with what soft devotton ia her eyes 

The tender lamb came to the sacrifice. 

Oh how iier charms surpriz'd me as I lay ! 

Like too near sweets they iock my sense anray ; 

And 1 ev'n lost the pow'r to teach at joy. 

But those cross wttdbcrafts soon nnraveli'd were. 

And 1 was luU'd in trances sweeter far: 

As anchor'd vessels in cahn harbours ride, 

Rock'd on the swellings of the floating tide. 

How wretched's then the man, who tho' alone 

He thii^kt he's blest, yet as eonfin'd to oo^» 

Is but at best a pns'nei en a throne) 

To him Kino aiiended, Posa end GoMSZ. 



} 



King. Ye mighty pow'rs, whose substitutes we are, 
Oo whom you've Itfin of earth the rule and care. 
Why all our toils do you reward with ill, 
And to those weighty cares add greater still? 
Oh how could I your deities enrage, 
.That bless*d my youth, thus to afflict my age] 
A queen and a son's incest! dismal thought! 

Dan John. What is't so soon his majesty has brought 
From the soft anus of his young bride 1 [7b Oones. 

King. Ay true I 

Is she not, Austria, young and charming too? 
Dost thou not thhik her to a wonder fkur ? 
Tell me— 

Dm John. By heav'u more bright than planets are: 
Her beauty's force might cv'u their pow'r out-do» 

King. Nay, she's as^ false, and as aneoastant tiM^ 
Oh Austria, that a form so outward bright 
Should be wilhiu all darii and u^\y ugbt i 
For she, to whom I'd dedicated all 
My love, that ckavest jiewel of my soid^ 
Takes from it's shrine the pneeioiia idic dowi^ 
T adorn a littii i49iof baf own* 
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My son ! that rebel both to heav's and me t 
Oh the distracting throes of jealonsy ! 
But as a drowning wretch, just like to sink; 
Sees him that threw him in upon the brink; 
At the third plunge lays hold upon his foe. 
And tugs him down into destruction too i 
So thou. from whom tliese miseries Fve known, 
Shalt bear me out again, or with me drown. 

[Seizes rwtghly on Rui-Gmncs. 

Rui'Gom. My loyalty will teach me how to* wait 
All the successes of my sovereign's fate. 
What is't, great sir, you would command me ? 
^ King, Howf 

tVhat is't 1 — I know not what Fd have thee do : 
Study revenge for me, ^tis that I want« 

Don John. Alas ! what frenzy does your temper haunt? 
Revenge! on whom? v 

King. On my false queen and son. > 

Rui-Gom. On them ! good heav'n I what is't that 
they have done ? ••• * 

Oh had my tongue been cars!d, ere it had bred 
This jealousy. lHo(f aside. 

King. Then cancel what thoa'st said. 

Didst thou not tell me that thou saw'st him stand 
Printing soft vows and kisses on her hand ; * 
Whilst in requital she such glances gave, ' ' 
Would quicken a dead lover in faisgt'av^l' ' 

Rui'Gom. I did ; and what less could the queen allow 
To him, than you to ev'ry vassal show ? 
Th' affording him that little from love's Store, ' 
Implied that she for you reserv'd much more. ' 

King. Oh, doubtless, she must ^ave a womFrous 
store . ' 

Of love, that sells it at a rate so poor. ' . 
Kow thou'dst rebate my passions with advice; 
And when thou shouldst be active, wonldst be wise. 
No, lead me where I may their incest see. 
Do, orbyheay'n — do, and I'll worshi}^ thee ! * 

Oh how my passions drive me to and ito\ 

Under their heavy weight I yield and boW. . .. • . 
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But I'll re-gatlief jet my atrtinglb^ and staud 
Brandishing all ray thunder in my hand. 

Posa. And may it be sent forth, and where it goes { 
Light fatally and; heavy on your foes. 
But let your loyal son and consort bear 
No ill, since they of any guiltless are. 
Here with my siiiH>rd defiance t proclaim 
To that bold traitor that dares wrong their fame. 

Don J^hn. \ too dare with my life their cause make 
good. 

King, Sure well their innocence you've understood. 
That you so prodigal are of your blood. 
Or wouldst thou s}>eak me comfort 1 I would find 
'Mongst all my counsellors at least one kind. 
Yet any thing like that I must not hear; 
Forso iQy wrongs I should too tamely bear. 
And weakly grow my own mean flatterer, 
Posa withdraw^ — [Exit Posa. 

My lords, all this you've heard. 

RuUGom. Yes, I observ'd it, sir, with strict regard: 
The youtig lord's friendship was too great to hide. 

King,l% he then so to my false son allied? 
I am environed ev'ry way, and all 
My fate's unhappy engines plot my fall. 
Like Caesar in the senate, thus I strand. 
Whilst ruin threaten'd him on ev'ry hand. 
From each side he had warning he must die ; 
YetfitiU be brav*d his fate, and so will I. 
To strive for ease would but add more to pain : 
As streams that beat against their banks in vain. 
Retreating, swell into a flood again. 
N^rl'ti ^ things Ihe world shall quake to hear; 
My just revenge so true a stamp shall bear. 
As henceforth heav'n itself shall emulate. 
And copy all it's vengeance out by that. 
All but Rtti-^omee I must have withdrawn, 
I've something to dbcourse with him alone. 

^ [ijbmiftlomii^jir^fer King anil Gomez. 
Now, Gomez, on thy truth depends thy fiite ; 
Thou'st wrought my sense of yrrong to sudi aheight^ . 



} 
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Within my breast k «M no lot^fsr ilq% 
But grows each mtofute til) it force ifs way. 
I woul4 uot Sni myself at last deceived. 

Rui-Gom. Nw would I Against ytnnif icasoii be be- 
lieved. 
Think, sir, your jealoasy to be but fear - 
Of losing treasures, which yon hold so 4fctif, 
Your queen and son may yet be 4nBoceirt : ' 

I know but what they did, not what they meant. 

King. Meant ! what should looks, and sighs, and 
pressings mean ? 
No« no ; I need not bear it oVr agam. 
No repetitious^^someihing must be done. 
Now there's no ill I know that I would shun, 
ni fly, till them I've in then* incest-found, 

Pullcharg'd with rage, and with my vengeance hot t 

Like a grenado frmn a cannon, shot. 
Which lights at last upon the en'my's ground. 
Then breaking, deals destruction all around. 

[^EsM %Hig« 

Rtti-Gcm. So, now his jealousy is at the top, 
Each little blast wilt serve to ke^ it «ip. 
But stay ; there*s something I've omitted yet ;' 
Posa's my enemy; and true, htf's great. 
Alas, I'm arni'd 'gainst all tbat be can do ; 
For my snare's large enough to hold him too: 
Yet ril disguise that purpose for a ¥fh\\e *, ' -^ 

But when he with the rest is caught f th'toil^ > 

V\\ boldly out, and wanton in the spoil. ) 

Enter PosA. 

Posa. My lord Rui-Oomei: ! and the king not here I 
You, who so etmnent a fav'rite ar^ 
In a kiug's eye, should ne^er be absent thence. 

Rui'Gom, No, sir, *tis vou that by a rising prince 
Are cherish'd, and so tread a safer way. 
Rich in that bliss the world waits to eojoy. 

iVsff. Since what may bless the world we ought to 
prize, 
I wish there were no public enemies : 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



PRim>B tOJ^ S^ASN. Itk 



\ 



No lurking serpeo^imBCtt to 
Nor wolves ta.pr«y pn Qoble i^noc^nce; 
No flatt'fersy that with royal goo^nes^ sporty 
Those stinking weeds that ov^r-.mn a court . 

Rm-Gpm. Nay» if good wishies any thing could do, 
I have as earnest wishes^ sir» as you.: 
That tlio' perhaps our kjng enjoys the beat 
Of pow'r, yet naay he still foe doubly blest* 
May he— 

Posa. Nay, Gon)e;s, you shall ne'er outdo me there ; 
Since for great Philip's good I would you were 
(If possible) more honest than you are. 

Rui-Gom^ Why, Posa;. what defect can you discern 1 

Posa. Nay, half your mysteries I'm yet to learn: 
Tho' this I'll boldly justify to all. 
That you contrive a gen'rous^prince'sfall. [Garnet 9wdlm. 
Nay, think not by your sntttes and careless port. 
To laugh it off; I come not faer& to sport; 
I do not, sir. > 

Rui'fGvm^ Young Ibrd, what meaning, has - 
This heat] 

Posa, To Ut you ace i ki»w you're base. 

Rm->Gam. Jilay.lilii^J.pardkMi(ask tbat I did smile: 
By heav'n, 1 thongbl you^ jealvd all this whihe. 
Base! . . , 

Posa. Yes, more base than impotent- or old; 
All virtue in theeylika thy bl<Mod, runs cold : . 
Thy rotten putrid carcasa ia less full 
0( rancour and conts^ion ttmo thy aoiiK 
£v'n now before the king I saw it plain; 
But duty to that presence aw'd me then t 
Yet there I dar'd thy treason with my sword : 

But still 

Thy villany talk'd aH: courage )iad not a'wcMtl* 
True, thou art old; yet if thou bast a friend, , 
To whom thy cursed cause thou dar'at <commeBd ; 
'Gainst him ir publk I'll the innocence 
Maintain of the fail queen and injar'd prince. 
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• Learn better how ^f&u p i wknii to'ditprfM^ 
Appear less diolenc and be mora wte. fSilft.<M, 

Pom. Hovr ftail is all tbe glory we Ata^pt, 
Wbitrt aoch ai tbele hai^ pow'r to anderniine f 
Unhappy prinre! who tn%bt%i have mkMy itood^ 
If thou hadst been ie»» great, or not io |oa<L 
Why tbe vite moatter'B blood dM I not »hed» 
And all the vengeance draw on my own head f 
My hononr so ^ had this jnst deftnce. 
That I presierv'd my patron and my prince. 

Enimr CAEtos mul iht Qvcbn. 

Brave Carlos: ha! he's here. O sir, take heed. 
By aft unlucky fate yoar love is led. 
The king, the kii^ yoar father's jtalooa frown t 
Forgetting her, kia queen, or ^oia, bis son. 
Calls all his vengeance np against you both. 
JDan Cer. Has then the ftlie Bui-Ooaies broke his 
^4th ; 
And, after all» m raoeance betra^d ) 

Paaa* Yes, aU Uasahtint tnaiW arc for ymi kUL 
The k»f wilMn tUs iriMt wiO bthtre. 
And yoo ait mfai'd, if b«t laeo with her. 
Retire, ni|loid~ 

Qnsfii. Howl tohej«akitft<«mit 

I thott^t ray virtue fee bad better kanwn. 
Hit umust donbta have soon fcaaMl oat the way 
To make their eatrveo o«r warriife^liyt 
For yet he has not toown mkh nm a li<fM9 
Ferbaps his Hmny is Ui delight t 
And to such h^ght his cmelty is g rowa^ 
He'd exeieasa it OS Us ^uecn anliaii. 
But since, my lotd* this thae we wast ab^ 
Our mtemt» I hcf yea noild aot stay : 
Not seeing yoa, he nm la aH» be jait 
i>4Mi Car. Sborid I than leate yoat medajn } 
Qvem* Yei^ you must. 
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rise, ^_ 



Hell Have tEe boPQ^r ^ ii(, ifi your cau^.. 

This is the noblfist tj^qg^thftt fete c^^ 4p; : 
She thu3 ibaies t&e rigfur of ber lavi^ . 

^uce 'tis SQnodf {4eii^^ but to die for you» 

Queen. Talk not (4 <U^tli» for that «v'd coward^ iHi^- 
When their base fears compel them t» id^wir; 
Hoge'tf the iar noh^ pUssioD pf t^e mind; 
Fortune's a mi^tref s^ that's with caution kind ; 
Knows that the constant merit ber alone. 
They who, tho' sha feiop %oward, y/Kt eourl <^n. 

Am Car, To wretclied minds thus still some comfort. 
gkapiS|> 
And augeb ease our griefs^ ibo' bnt willi dtiMM* 
I have too 9ft ^99A¥ he^n^dec^y'd. 
And the cheat's gix>iir9 tpQ ^Im to M Miev'4» 
You, madam, hi^ 4aft^« ' . t - . , ; 

,.\^l^af4fiitgear!K^aitAe^ffmi^ 

Quern. Yon must. 

Pom. . , y«l jfcsiU.. .: 

Alas, I lorn yoUy* would not 80^ y^ufilfju .- . ^, 
And yet may find.f«ai^fg«^|nid(e4^ll|L ^ .A f' 

Dwi Car, Tho«»^MJ|r «)|m; Wft #a]|iMi^t4Ai^« . 
I almost wish thou wert not now so kind^ :;v^ ^i , < ■ 
Thou of a .ttj|»|^l|||fi)^j^ care; «^vwV 

And you, fair a]ig^^4^i|lg^f]|fe^«fv [Tn lAe Qjqnn^ 

Great my ^espaj^i i^^iWJ^^mhigkoni 

Well-^inobedifii««Utj9^^^1lfi(ii^j^ 

Tho' during 1^1 td^qirmjl m^lm^a^^. > •> ^ • . ,1 
Where if I see the^aiigM,|^|Hr, l9# ki^p ^ f ' 

To save you, madai^^ yfl^ cDipe i^th ^ Jiti. '-. J ^ 
. WU!t M--k f> [J5M DoRsCMoB* * 

Enter 1^1^ andUvJ'(^<fM»Z4 • . . 
"««».? , > [^mVt^ Posa aa<; /A^ {[^UMW 

VOL. I. I 
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Distraction! where shall my revenge beg&it 
Why, he's the very hawd to all their sin ; 
And to disguise it pats on fiiendship's mask : 
But his despatch, Rui-Goniez, is thy task. 
With him pretend some private conference. 
And under that disguise seduce him hence ; 
Then in some place fit for the deed impart 
The bus-ness, by a poniard to his heart. 

Rui'Gmn. 'Tis done 

King. ^, madam — [Steps tip the Q}ietn, 

Quern. By th' fury in your eyes, 

I understand you're come to tyrannize. 
I hear you are already jealous grown. 
And dare suspect my virtue with your son. 

King. Oh woman-kind ! thy myst'ries who can scan; 
Too deep for easy, weak, believmg man ? 
Hold, let me look : indeed you're woud'rous fair; 
So, on the outside, Sodom's apples were : 
And yet within, when open'd to the view. 
Not half so dang'rous, or so foul as you. 

Queen. Unhappy, wretched woman that I am ! 
And you unworthy of a husband's name ! 
Do you not blush? 

King. Yes, madam, for your shame. 
Blush, too, my judgment e'er sliouid prove so faint; 
To let me choose a devil tor a saint. 
When tirst 1 saw and lov'd that tempting eye. 
The fiend within the flame I did not spy : 
But still ran on, and cherish'd my desires. 
For heav'nly beams, mistook infernal fires ; 
Such raging fires as you have since thought fit 
Alone, my son, my son's hot youth should meet; 
Crfi vengeance, vengeance ! 

Quekn. Poor ungen'rous king! 

How mean's the soul from which such thoughts most 

spring ! 
Was it for thb I did so late submit. 
To let you whine and languish at my feet; 
When with false oaths you did my heart beguile. 
And profier'd all your empire for a smik) 
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Then,, then my' freedom 'twas I did resign; 
Tho' you still swore yon would preserve it mine. 
And still it shall be so^ for from this hour 
I Vow to hate, and never see you more. 
Nay, frown not, Philip, for you soon shall know 
I can resent and rage as well as you. 

King. By hell, her pride's as raging as her lust. 
A guard there— seize the queen — [Enter Guard; 

Enter Carxo9» and intercepts t)ie Guards. 

Don Car. Hold, sir, be just. 

First look on me, whom once you call'd your son, 
A title I was always proud to own. 

King. Good heav'n \ to merit this what have I done, 
I'hat he too dares before my sight appear 1 

Don Car. Why, sir, where is the cause that I should 
fear! 
Bold in my innocence, I come to know 
The reason why you use this princess so. 

King. Sure I shall find some way to raise this siege*: 
He talks as if 'twere for his privilege. 
Foul ravisher of all my honour, heiice ! 
Aut stay ! guards, with the queen secure the prince. 
Wherefore iii my revenge should I be slow ? 
Now in my reach. Til dash them at a blow. 

Enter Don J buv of Austria, EBoti, Henrietta, 
flw<f Garcia. 

Don John. I come, great sir, with wonder here, to see 
Your rage grow up to this extremity 
Against your beauteous queen, and loyal son; 
What is't that they to merit chains have done 1 
Or is't your own wild jealousy alone } 

King. O Austria, thy vain enquiry cease. 
If thou hast any value for thy peace. 
My mighty wrongs so loud an accent bear, 
TwQuld make thee miserable but to hear* 
- i 2 



I 
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Dan Car. nttfaer, if I nmy-daie to call y<m so. 
Since now I doubt if Ym your son or no ; 
As you have seal'd my doom, I may complain* 

King. Will then that monster dare to speak again ? 

Don Car. Yes : dying men should not their thougl^ 
disguise ; 
And since you take such joy in cmeltiesy 
Ere of my death the new delight begin. 
Be pleas*d to hear how cruel you have been. 
Time was that we were smil'd on by our fate. 
You not ui^ust, nor I unfortunate : 
Then, then I was your son, and you were glad 
To hear my early praise was talk'd abroad : 
Then love's dear sweets you to me would display; 
Told me where this rich, beauteous treasure lay. 
And how to gain't instructed me the way. 
I came, and saw, and lov'd, and bless'd you for^t. 
But then when love had sealed her to my heart. 
You violently tore her from my side : 
And 'cause ray bleeding wound I could not hide, 
ibut still some pleasure to behold her took. 
You now will have my life but for a look ; 
Wholly forgetting all the pains I bore. 
Your fieart with envious jealously boils o'er, 
'Cause I can love no less, and you no more. 

Hen. Alas ! how can you hear his soft complaint. 
And not your hard^'d, stubborn heart relent 1 
I'nm, sir, survey that comely, awful man, 
, And to my pray'rs be cruel if you can. 

JStRff . Away, deluder ; who taught thee to sue ? 

Eboii. Loving the queen, what is't she less can d(v 
Than lend her aid against the dreedAil stom 1 

King. Why can the devil dwell too m tint formt 
Tliis is their little engine by the by, 
A scout to watch and tell when danger's nigh. 
Come, pretty sinner, tfaoult inform me all, 
How, where, and when ; nay, do not feai r' i * ' y ou ibaB< 

Hen. Ah, sir, unkind !«^-*-« 



} 
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King^ Now bold thy siren's tongue : 

Who would have thought there was a witch so young t 

Don John. Can you to suing beauty stop your ears ? 
[Takes up Heii. and makes his address to her. 
Heav'n lays it's thunders by, and gladly hears. 
When angels are become petitioners. 

EbolL Hai what makes Austria so officious there? 
<rhat glance aeems as it sent his heart to hen 

[Aside to Garcia, 

Don Car, A banquet then of blood since you design* 
Yet you may satisfy yourself with mine, 
I love the queen* 1 have confess'd, ^tis true : 
Proud loo to think I love her more than you; 
Tho* she* by. heav'n* is clear- but I indeed 

Have been unjust, and do deserve to bleed. 
There were no lawless thoughts that I did want» 
Which love had poVr to ask, or beauty grant; 
Tho' I ne'«r yet found hopes to raise them on* -^ 

For she did still preserve her honour's throne^ > 

And dash the bold aspiring devils down. ^ 

If to her cause you do not credit give; ^ 

Fondly against your happiness you'll strive ; > 

As some lose heav'n* because they won't believe. 3 

Queen. Whibt* prince* my preservation you design. 
Blot not your virtue to add more to mine. 
The clearness of my truth I'd not have shown« 
By any other light besides it's own. 
No* sir* he thro' despair all this has said* 
And owns offences which he never m^de. 
Why should you think that I would do you wrong? 
Must 1 needs be undiaste* because I'm young ? 

King. Unconstai^ wavering heart* why heav'st thou 

80? 

I shiver all, and know iMt what I do. 
I who ere now have armies led to fight* 
Thought war a sport* and danger a delist ; 
Whole winter nights stood unckr heaven's wide rjM>( 
Daring my foes^ now am act beautj^profl^ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



liS DON CARLOS, 

Ob turn away tbose basilisks, thy eyes ; 
Th' infection'^ fatal, and who sees theiu dies. ' 

[Gcmg amt^^ 

Queen. Oh» do not fly me ; 1 have no design 
Upon your life, for you may yet save mine. [KneeU. 
Or if at last I must iiiy breath submit. 
Here 1;iike it, 'Us an off'ring at your feet : 
Will you not look on me, n^ dearest lord I 

King. Why? wouldst thou live? 

Qneen. Yes, if you'll say the word. 

Den Car. Oh heav'n ! how coldly and unmav'd he 
sees 
A praying beauty prostrate on her knees ! 
Rise, madam [Steps to take her up 

King. Bold encroacher, touch her not: 

Into my i>rea6t her gflances thick are shot 

Not true ! — Stay, let me see —by heav'n thou art 

[Looks earnestly on lus . 
-: — ^A false Yil« woman— oh my foolish heart 1 
I give thee life — but from this time refrain. 
And never come into my sight again : 
Be banish'd ever. 

Queen. This yon must not do, 

At> least till Tve convinced you I am true. 
Grant me but -so much time ; and when that's donf* 
If you think fit, for ever I'll be gone. 

King. Fve all this while been angry, but in vam; 
She heats me first, tlien stroaks me tame again. 
Oh, wert thou true, how happy should I be ! 
Thiuk'st thou that I have joy to part with thee ) 
No, all my kingdom for the bliss I'd give ; 
Nay, tho' it were not so, but to believe. 
Come, for I can't avoid it, cheat me quite. 

Queen, 1 would not, sir, deceive you, if I might. 
But if youll take my oaths, by all above, 
^is you, and only you, that I will love* 

King. Thus as a mariner that sails along. 
With pleasure-bauv -th' enticing siren's sopg. 
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liable quite his stroag desires to bounds 
Boldly leaps in, tho' certain to be drown'd. 
Gome to my bosom then, make no delay ; 

[Takes her in his arms. 
My rage is hush'd, and I have room for joy. 

Queen. Again you'll think that I wijust will prove. 

King. No» thou art all o'er truth, uid I all love* 
Oh that we might for ever thus remain 
In folded arms, aud*never part again! - 

Queen. Command me any thing, and try your pow^r. 

King. Tlien from this minute ne'er see Carlos more. 
Thou slave, that dar'st do ill with such a port^ 
For ever here I banish thee my court. 
Within some cloister lead a private life. 
That I may love and rule without this strife. 
Here, Eboli, receive her to thy charge : 
The treasure's precions, and the trust is lai^. 
Whilst I, retiring hence^ myself make At 
To wait far joys which are too fierce to meet. 

lExit King. 

Dan Car. My exile from his presence I ci|d hear 
With pleasure : but, no more to look on her! 
Oh ^tis a dreadful curse I cannot bear. 
No« madam, all his pow'r shall nothing do ; 
FU stay and take my banishment from ^oo. 
Do you command me, see how far Til fly. 

Qtieefi. Will Carlos be at last my enemy 1 
Consider, thb submission I have shown. 
More to preserve your safety than my own. 
Ungratefully you needless ways devise. 
To lose a life which I so dearly price. 

Den Car. So now her fortune's made, and 1 am left 
Alone, a naked wanderer to shift. [Aside* 

Madam, you might have spar'd the cruelty ; 

[To the Queen. 
Blest with your sight, I was prepared to die. 
But now to lose ^ drives me to despair, ^ 

Making me wish to die^ and yet not daie. 






Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



} 



Well, to some solitary sboitK ill retao, 1 

And never more into your pre^nce cOttie^ > 

Since I already find Via trdnblosonie. [1$ g&hkj^. } 

Queen. Stay, sir, yet stay: — ^you shall not leave me 
so. 

D&n Cqr, Ha! ^ 

Qu^en. —I ifittst tallc with you before you go. 
Oh Carlos^ how unhappy is our state ! 
How foul a game was play'd us by oar fefe ! 
Who promised fair wh^h we did first begih. 
Till ebvying to see us like to win. 
Straight fell to clieat, atid threw the false lot in. 
My vows to you I now remember all. 

Dim Car. Oh^ madam, I c^n llearno t^ott^Kneeh. 

Queen. You shall-*- [Kneels too. 

For I can't chooqe but let you know, that I, 
If you^l resolve cfa% yet will with you die. 

Don Car. Sure nobler gallantry \<ras never known! -% 
Good heavli! this blessing is too much for one : > 

No, 'tis enough for me to die alone. } 

My father, all my foes I now foq^ive. 

Queen. Nay, sir, by alt our loves f charge yoil Kte. 
But to what country wheresoc'er you go, 
Forget not me, for III remember you. 

Don Car. Shall I such virtue and such eharms forget] 
No, never. — 

Queen. —Oh that we had taeVer inet. 
But in our distant dhnates still been free! 
I might have faetitd of you, and yon of me : 
So towards haj^iness more safely mov'd. 
And never been thus wretched^ yet have lov'd. 
What makes you lobk so wildly 1— Why d'ye «artt 

Don Car. A faint cold damp is thick'nifi|; round my 
heart, 

QtMfii. What shall we do ?r 

Don Car. — ^Do any thing but part ; 

Or stay so loQg till my poor soul e^cpires 
III view of aU the glory it admitoec. 
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Ebolu In such a lover how might I be Uest ! 
Oh ! were I of that noble heart possest, 
How soft, how easy woald I make hia bands ! lAsidej, 
But, madam, you forget the king's commands: 

[To the Queen. 
Longer to stay, your dangers will renew. -v 

Dmt Car, Ah princess! lovers' pains you never knew ; i 
Or what it is to part, as we must do. J- 

Part too for ever — 
After one minute never more to stand 
Fix'd on those eyes, or pressing this soft hand. 
'Twere but enough to feed one, and not starve. 
Yet that is more than I dki e*er deserve : 
Tho' fate to us is niggardly and poor. 
That from eternity can't spare one hour. 

Queen. If it were had, that hour would soon be gone. 
And we should wish to draw another on. 
No, rigorous necessity has made 
Us both his slaves, and now will be obey'd. 
Come, let us try the parting blow to bear. 
Adieu — 

Don Car. Farewell. [Lookit^ at each other. 

Fm fix'd and rooted here, 
I cannot stir — 

Queen, Shall I the way then show 1 
Now hold, my heart — 

[Goes to the door, then stops, and turns back again* 
Nay, sir, whydon't you go? 

2>oii Car. Why do you stay? 

Queen. I won't— 

Don Car. You shall a while. [KneeU* 

With one look more my miseries beguile, 
That may support my heart till you are gone. 

Queen. Oh Eboli ! thy help, or Fm undone. 

[Takes hoid on Ebcli. 
Here tal^e it then, and with it too my life. 

[Lemi9 into Eboli^^mRf. 

JDon Car. My courage iritfi my tortures is at strife, 
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Since my griefs cowards are, and dare not kill 

I'll try to vanquish and out-toil the ilL 

Well, madam, now I'm something hardier grown: 

Since I at last perceive you must be gone« 

To venture the encounter Vi\ be bold ; 

[Leads her to the d^&r* 
For certainly my heart will so long hold. 
Farewell — be happy as you're fair and true. 

Queen. And all heaves kindest angels wait on you. 

[Eait with EbolK 
Don Car. Thus long Tve wander'd in love's crooked 
way, 
By hope's deluding meteor led astray : 
For ere I've half the dang'rous desert cross'd. 
The glimm'ring light's gone out, and I am lost* 

[Exit Don Carlos. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— The Anti-Chamber to the Queen'« Apart- 
ment, 

Enter Don Carlos and Posa. 

Don Car. The next is the apartment of the queen : y 
In vain I try, I must not venture in. [Is going. > 

Thus is it with the souls of murder'd men, [Returns. ^ 
Who to their bodies would again repair; ^ 

But finding that they cannot enter there, > 

Mourning and groaning wander in the air. . J 

Robb'd of my love, and as unjustly thrown ' y 

From all those ho|)es that promised me a crown; > 
My heart, with the dishonours to roe done^ ^ 

Is poisou'd, swells too mighty for my breast: 
But it will break, and I shall be at rest. 
Mo : dull despair this soul shall never load : 
Tbo' patience be the virtue of a god. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



PKIKCE OP SPAIN. 123 

Ood« never feel the ills tbat govern here^ 

Or are above the injuries we bear. 

Father and king; both names bear mighty sense: 

Yet sure there's something too in sun and pi^ince» 

I was bom high, and will not fall less great ; ^ 

Since triumph crown'd my birth, Til have my fate > 

^8 glorious and majestic too as that. 3 

To Flanders, Posa, straight my letters send ; 

Tell them the injured Carlos is their friend : 

And that to head their forces I design ; 

So vindicate their cause, if they dare mine*. 

Posa. To tb' rebels? 

Don Car. No, they're friends; their cause is just; 
Or» when I make it mine, at least it must. 
Let th' common rout like beasts love to be dull. 
Whilst sordidly they live at ease and full; 
Senseless what honour and ambition means. 
And ignorantly drag their load of chains. 
I am a prince, have had a cro4vn in view; 
And cannot brook to lose the prospect now. 
If thou'rt my friend, do not my will delay. 

Posa. V\\ do't . [Exit Posa. 

Enter Eboli. 

Eboli. My lord. 

Dim Car. Who calls mel , 

Eboli. You must stay^ 

Dan Car. Wluit news of fresh affliction can yon bear 1 

EboU. Suppose it were the queen ; you'd stay for her 1 

' Don Car. For her? yes, stay an age, for ever stay; 

Stay ev'n till time itself should pass away ; 

Fix here a statue never to remove. 

An everlastmg monument of love. 
* Tho', may a thing so wretched as I am 

But the least place in her remembrance claim 1 

* Don Carlps actually eneaged in intrigues with the principils ' 
«f the revolution whiph broke out in the Low-Countries, during 
the tyrannical reign of Philip IL and ended in the esublishment 
43i the Dutch republic 
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Ebolu Yes, if you dare believe me, sir, you do; 
We both can talk of nothing else but you: 
Whilst from the theme ev'n eninlation springs. 
Each striving who shall say the liindest things. 

Dan Car. But from that charity I poorly live. 
Which only pities, and can nothing give. 

Eboli, Nothing ! Propose what 'tb you claim, and I, 
For ought you know, may be security. 
Don Car. No, madam, what's my due none e'er can 
pay; 
There stands that angel, honour, in tlie way. 
Watching his charge with never-sleeping eyes. 
And stops my entrance into paradise. 

Ebali, What paradise ? What pleasures can you know. 
Which are not in my power to bestow ? 
Dan Car, Love, love, and all those eager, melting 
charms 
The queen must yield when in my father's arms. 
That queen, so excellently, richly fair, 
Jove, could he come again a lover here. 
Would court mortality to die for her. 
Oh, madam, take not pleasure to renew 
Those pains, which if you felt, you would not do. 

Ebali, Unkindly urg'd : think you no sense I have 
Of what you feel 1 now you may take your leave : 
Something I had to say ; but let it die. 
Dan Car, Why, madam, who has injured you 1 Not f . 
Ebali, Nay, sir, your presence 1 would not detain; 
Alas! you do not hear that I complain. 
Tho' could you half of my misfortunes see^ 
Methinks you should inclme to pity ate. 

Dan Car. I cannot guess what moumfiil tAk yoit'4 
tell; 
But I am certain you prepare me well. 
Speak, madam- ■ ■ ■■■ 

Eboli, — ^Say I lov'd, and with a flame. 

Which even mehs my tender lieait to i 
Lov'd too a man, I will not say iograte. 
Because he's fiir above my birth or fate: 



} 
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t'et so far he at l«ast does cru^l fHrove, 
He prosecutes a dead and hopeless love ; 
Starves on a barren rock, and won't be blest, 
Tho' I invite him kindly to a feast. 

D4m Car. What stupid animal could senseless Ile> 
Quickened by beams from that illiistripns eye % 

EboU, Nay» to increase your wonder^, you shall 
know. 
That J, alas ! am forced to tell him too. 
Till ev'n I blush, as now I tell it you. 
' Ihn Cut. You neither shaU have cause of shame or 

fear. 
Whose secrets safe within my bosom are. 

EbolL Then farther I the riddle may explain. 
Survey that faee, and blame me if you can. 

[Shews him his own Picture. 

Dan Car, Distraction oi my eyes! what have they 
seenl 
"^is my own picture which I sent the queen. 
When to her fame I paid devotion first, 
Expectbg bliss, but lost it : I am cursed, 
CuTb'd loo m thee, who from my saint dar'st steal 
The only relic left her of my aeal. 
And with the sacrilege attempt my heart. 
Wert thou more charming than thou think'st thou art. 
Almighty love preser^ies the fort for her. 
And bids defiimce to thy entrance there. 

EbpU. Neglected I Scorn'd by father and by son ! 
What a malicious course my stars have run ! 
But since 1 meet with such unlucky ^te % 

In. love, rU try how I can thrive in hate : > 

My own dull husband may assist in that. 3 

To his revenge 1*11 give him fresh alarms, 
And with the gray old wisard muster charms. 
I have 't ; thanks, thanks^ revenge: prince, 'tis thy bant. 

Can you forgive me, sir 1 I hcpe you can. 

[To Car. fmbOkf. 
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111 try to recompense the vnrongs Fve done. 
And befter finish ivhat is ill begun. 

Don Car. Madam, you at so strange a rate proceeify 
I shall begin to think you lov'd indeed. 

EbolL No matter : be but to my honour true. 
As you shall ever find Til be to you. 
The queen's my charge, and you may on that score. 
Presume that you shall see her yet once more, 
ril lead you to those so-much-worshipp'd charms. 
And yield you to my happy rival's arms. 

Don Car. Inwbat a mighty sum shall I be bound I 
I did not think such virtue could be found. 
Thou mistress of all best perfections, stay : •\ 

Fain I in gratitude wouki something say ; 5 

But am too far in debt for thanks to pay. ^ 

Enter Don John of Austria. 

Don John' Where is that prince, he whose afflictions 
speak 
So loud, as all hearts but his own might break 1 

Dan Car,: My lord, what fate has left me, I am here. 
Mere man, of all my comfort stripped and bare. 
Once, like a vine, I flourished and was young. 
Rich in my rip'ning hopes that spoke me strong: 
But new a dry and withered stock am grown. 
And all my clusters and my branches gone. • 

Don John. Amongst those numbers which yout 
wrongs deplore, 
Than me there's none that can resent them more. 
I feel a genVous grudging in my breast. 
To see such honour, and such hopes oppressed* 
The king your father, is my brother, true ; 
But I see more that's like myself in you. 
.Free-born I am, and not on him depend,. . ^'J^ 

.Oblig'd to none, but whom I call my friend. 
And if that title you think fij: to bear, 
.Accept the confirmation of it here. [Emiracei^ 
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Dan CbTd Ftom you,, to whom I'm by such kindness 
tied. 
The secrets of my soul I will not hide. 
This generous princess has her promise giv'n, 
I once more shall be brought in sight of heav'n ; 
To the fair queen my last devotion pay: 
And then for Flanders I intend my way, 
Where to th' insuking rebels Fll give law. 
To keep myself from wrongs, and them in awe. 

Dan John. Prosperity to the design, 'tis good ; 
Both worthy of your honour and your blood. 

Dan Car. My lord, your spreading glories flourish * 
high. 
Above the reach or shock of destiny : 
Mine early nipt, like buds untimely die. 



Enter Ofiicer of the Guard. 

} 



Offi. My lord, I grieve to tell what you must hear ; 
They are unwelcome orders which I bear. 
Which are, to guard you as a. prisoner. 

DonCar, Apris'ner! what new gameof fate's begunll 
Henceforth be ever curs'd the name of son, V 

$ince I must be a slave, because I'm one. j 

Duty! to whom? he's not my father : no. 
Back with your orders to-the tyrant go ; 
Tell him^his fury drives too much one way; 
Vm weary on't, and can no more obey. 

Dan Jahn. U ask'd by whose commands you did 
decline 
Your orders, tell my brother, 'twas by mine. [Ex. Ofli. 

Dan Car.,']^Qyf were 1 certain it would sink me quite, 
I'd see the queen once more, tho' but in spite ; 
Tho' he with all hb fury were in place, 
l^puld caress and court her to his face. 
Oh that I could this minute die ; if so. 
What tie had lost he might too. lately know. 
Cursing himself to think what he has done : 
for I was ever an. obedient son; 
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With pleasure all his glories saw, when joitf^ 

Look'df and with pride considering whence I spnipg. 

Joyfully under him, and free I play'd, 

Bask'd in his shine, and wanton'd in his shad e - ■ ■ 

But now ■ 

Cancelling all whatever he then conferred. 

He thrusts nie out among the common herd : 

Nor quietly will there permit my stay. 

But drives and haunts me like a beast of prey. 

Affliction ! O affliction ! 'tis too great. 

Nor have I ever learnt to suffer yet. 

Tho' ruin at me from each side takes aim. 

And I stand thus encompassed round with flame; 

Tho' the devouring fire apinroaiches fast: 

Yet will I try to plunge ; if power waste, 

1 can at worst but sink, and bum at l^t. 

[Eant Don Carios. 

Dim John. Go on, pursue thy fortune while 'tis hot: 
I long for work where honour's to he got. 
But, madam, to this prince you're wondrous kind. 

EboU. You are net less to Henriet, I find. 

Don John. Why, she's a beauty, tender, young, and 
fair. 

EholL I tliought I might in charms have equall'd her. 
'You told me once my b^uty was not less. 
Is this your faith? ave these your promises 7 

Don John. You would seem jealous, but are crafty 
grown; 
Tax me of fadshood to conceal your own. 
Go, you're a woman — 

EbolL Yes, I know I am: 

And by my weakness do deserve that name^ 
When heart and honour I to you resign'd : 
Would I were not a woman, or less kind. 

Don John. Think you your Iklsfaood was not pl«i^ 
seen. 
When to yovr charge my brother gave tlie queen 1 
Too well I saw it ; how did you dispense. 
In looks, your pity to th' afflicted prince? 
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Whilst I my duty paid tbe king, your time 

ITou watch'd, and fix'd your melting eyes on l^m, 

Admir'd him — 

EbolL YeS| sir, for his constancy — 

But 'twas with pain, to think you false to me. 
When to another's eye you homs^e paid. 
And my true love wrong'd and neglected laid ; 
Wrong'd too so far^ as nothing can restore. 

Don John, Nay, then let's part, and think of love ne 
more. 
Farewell — [Don John is going, 

Eboli, Farewell, if you're resolv'd to go : 
Inhuman Austria, can you leave me so? 
Enough hvj soul is by your falshood rack'J; 
Add not to your inconstancy, neglect. 
Methinks you so. far might have grateful pfov'd,' 
Not to have quite forgotten that I lov'd. 

Don John. If e'er you lov'd, 'tis you, not I forget ; 
For a remo't^e is here too deeply set. 
Firm rooted, and fot ever must remain. 

[Eboli turns away,. 
Why thus unkind T 

EbolL Why are you jealous then? iTurns to him. 

Don John. Come, let it be no more ! I'm hush'd and 
still. 
Will yeu forgive 1 

Eboli. How can you doubt my will ? 

I do. 

Don John. Then send me not away unblest. 

Eboli. Till you return I will not think of rest: 
Carlos will hither suddenly repair. 
The next apartment's mine ; I'll wait yoti there. 
Fiirewell. [Eboli seems to weep. 

Dgn John. do not let me see a tear ; 

It benches joy, and stifles appetite. 
Like war's fierce god, upon my Wiss I'd prey .: 
Who, from the furious toils of arms all day, 
Returnii^ home to love's fair queen at iiight. 
Comes liotous and hot with full delight. 

. [£inV l>o« John, 

VOL, I. K 
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EboU. H'has reap'd hb joys, and now he woald be 
fiee. 
And to effect it puts on jealousy : 
But Fm as much a libertine as he ; 
As fierce my will, as ftirious qoy deures: 
Yet will I hold him-; tho' enjoyment tires, 
Tho' love and appetite be at the best. 
Hell serve, as common meats (ill up a feast. 
And look like plenty, tho' we never taste* 

Enter Rui-GoMEZ. 



] 



Old lord, I bring thee news will make thee young. 

Rtd-Gcm, Speak; there was always music in thy 
tongue. 

EboR. Thy foes are totf ring, and the day's thy own; 
Give them but one lift now, and they go down. 
Quickly to th' king, and all his doubts renew; 
Appear disturb'd, as if you something knew 
Too difficult and dangerous to relate. 
Then bring him hither lab'ring with the weight: 
I will take care that Carlos shall be here: 
So for his jealous eyes a sight prepare. 
Shall prove more fatal than Medusa's head. 
And he more monstrous seem, than she e'er made. 

Enter King, attended. 

King. Still how this tyrant doubt torments my^ 
breast! f 

When shall I get th' usurper dispossessed ? ^ 

My tlioiights, like birds when frighted from their reet, J 
Around the place where all was hush'd before. 
Flutter, and hardly settle any more — 
^ Ha, Gomez, what art thou thus musitig mil 

{Sleet Ctomee. 
Rui'Gom. I'm thinking what it is to have a son; 
What mighty cares, and what tempesUi^usatrifil 
Attend on an unhappy father's life : 
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How cbildren l>lc8nDgs seem, but torments are ; 
When young, our foliy ; and when old, oiir fear. 

Kimg. Why dost thou bring these old reflections heref 
iThou envy'st sure the quiet which I bear. 

Rui'Gom. No, sir, I joy in th'ease which you possess. 
And wish you never may have cause for less. 

King. Have cause for less! come nearer ; thou art sad. 
And look'st as thou wouldst tell me that I had. 
Now, now, I feel it rising up again — 
Speak quickly, where is Carlos] where the queen 1 
What, not a word! have my wrongs struck thee dumb? > 
Or art thou swol'n and laboring with my doom, > 

Yet dar'st not let the iktai secret come 1 J 

Rui'Gom. Heav'ii great infirmities to age allots: 
Vm old, and hove a thousand doating thoughts. 
Seek not to know them, sir. 

King. By heav'n I must. 

Rui-Gom. Nay, I would not be by compulsion just. 
King. Yet, if without it you refuse, you shall. 
Rui-Gom. Grant me then one request. Til tell you all. 
King. Name thy petition, and conclude it done. 
Rui-Gom. It is, that you would here forgive your son. 
For all his past offences to this hour. 

King. Thou'st almost ask'd a thing beyond my pow'r. 
But so much goodness i' th' request I find. 
Spite of myself, Y\\ for thy sake be kind : 
His pardon's seal'd ; the secret now declare. 

Rui'Gom. Alas ! 'tis only that I saw him here.— 
King. Where 1 with the queen 1 yCs, yes, *tis so, Vm 
sure; 
Never were wrongs so great as I endure ; 
So great that they are grown beyond complaint. 
For half my patience might have made a saint. 
Oh woman! monstrous woman ! 
Did I for this into my breast receive 
The promising, repenting fugitive? 
But, Gomez, I Will throw her back again; 
And thou shalt tee me smile and tear her then* 

K2 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



132 BON CAmLOg, 

ril cnish her heart where all the poison lies. 
Till when the venom's ont, the viper dies. 

Rui-Gom, They the best method of reven^ pursae. 
Who so contrive that it may justice shew ; 
Stay till their wrongs appear at such a head. 
That innocence niay have no room to plead. 
Your fury, sir, at least awhile delay; 
I guess the prince may come again this way: 
Here I'll withdraw, and watch his privacy. 

King. And when he'stix'd, be sure bring word to me; 
Till then I'll bridle vengeance, and retire. 
Within my breast suppress this angry fire^ 
Till to my eyes my wrongs themselves display; -^ 

Then, like a falcon, gently cut my way, > 

And with my pounces seize th' unwary prey. ^ 

lEjcit King. 

Enter Eboli. 

EbolL Fve over-heard the business with delight. 
And find revenge will have a feast to-night. ' 

Tho' thy declining years are in their wane, 
I can perceive there's youth still in thy brain. 
Away : the queen is coming hither. [Exit Rui-Gome2. 

Enter Queen and Women, Hj^nribtta, 

Queen. Now 

To all felicity a long adieu. 
Where are you, Eboli? 

Eboli. Madam, Fmhere. 

Queen. O how fresh fears assault me ev'ry where! 
I hear that Carlos is a prisoner made. 

EboU. No, madam, he the orders disobey'd ; . 
And bnldly owns for Flanders he intends. 
To head the rebels, whom he styles his friends : 
But ere he goes, by me does humbly sue. 
That he may take his last farewell of you. 
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Queen, Will he tlien force his destiny at last ? 
Hence quickly to him, £boIi, make haste : 
Tell him, I beg his purpose he'd delay. 
Or if that can^t his resolution stay. 
Say I have sworn not to survive the hour 
In which I hear that he has left this shore. 
Tell him, I've gain'd his pardon of the king. 
Tell him — to stay him — tell him any thing -^ 

Eboli, One word from you his duty would restore ; ^ 
And tho' you promised ne'er to see him more, > 

Methinks you might upon so just a score. 3 

But see, he's here. — 

Enter Don Carlos. 

Don Car. Run out of breath by fate. 

And persecuted by a father's hate. 
Wearied withal, I panting hither fly. 
To lay myself down at your feet, and die. 

[Kneels, and kisses her hands* 

Queen. Oh too unhappy Carlos! yet unkind I 
'Gainst you what harms have ever I designed. 
That you should with such violence decree 
Ungratefully at last to murder me? 

Dan Car. Pour all thy curses, heav'n, upon this 
head. 
For I've the worst of vengeance merited. 
That yet 1 impudently live to hear 
Myself upbraided of a wrong to her. [Rises. 

Say, has your honour been by me betray'd 1 1 

Or have I snares t' entrap your virtue laid ? > 

Tell me; if not, why do you then upbraid 1 J 

Queen. Vou will not know th' afflictions which you 
give; 
Was't not my Kst request, that yo\i would live 1 
I by our vows con^ui^d it ; but I see. 
Forgetting them, unmindful too of me, 
Regai-dless, your own ruin you design/ 
Tho' you are sure to purchase it with mme. 
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Don Car. I, as you bade me live, obeyed w^ ptfde^ 
Tho' it was harder far than to have died. 
But loss of liberty my life disdains; 
These limbs were never made to suffer chains* 
My iather should have singled out some crown. 
And bidden me go couquer^t for my own : 
He should have seen what Carlos would have done, 
But to prescribe ray fieedom, sink me low 
To base confinement, where no comforts flow ; 
But black despair, that foul tormentor, lies. 
With all my present load of miseries ; 
Was to my soul too violent a smart. 
And rous'd the sleeping lion in my neart. 

Queen, Yet .then be kind; your angry father's rage, 
I know tlie least submission will assuage ; 
You're hot with youth, he's choleric with age. 
To him, and put a true obedience on ; 
Be humble, and express yourself a son. 
jCarlos, I beg it of you: will you not? ' 

Don Car. Methinks 'tis very hard, but yet Fll do't. 
I must obey whatever you prefer. 
Knowing you're all divine, and cannot err. 
For if my doom's unalterable, I shall 
This way at least with less dishonour fall : 
And princes less my tameness thus condemn. 
When I for you shall suffer, tho' by him. 

Queen, In my apartment farther we'll debate. 
Of this, and for a happy issue wait. 
Your presence there he cannot dbapprove. 
When it shall speak your duty, and my love. 

[Exeunt Car. and QueeQ* 

Enter Kui-Gome;;. 

EbolL Now, Gomez, triumph; all is rij)e; the toi^ 
Has caught them, and fate saw it with a smile. 
Thus far the work of destiny was mine ; 
But I'm content the master-piece be thine. 
Away to th' king, prepare his soul for blood ; 
4 mystery tKou well hast understood: 
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Whibt I go fest within a lovei^s anus, [Amde. 

And to my Austria lay out all oiy charms. [£rt^. 

RMi'Gam. Fate, open bow thy hoA, and set them 
down : 
I have already marked them for thy own. 

Enter KiVQ, and PosA ai a distance. 

My lord the king T 

King. .Oomeal 

Rm-Gom. The same. 

King. Hast seen 

The prince ? 

Rui-Gtm. IJiave. 

Ki^g. Where is he? 

Rui'Gem. With the queem 

King. Now ye that dwell in everlasting flame. 
And keep rec6ids of all ye mean to damn. 
Shew me, if 'mongst your precedents there e'er 
Was seen a son like him, or wife like her. 
Hark, Gomes^ didst not hear th' infemals groan } 
Hush, helly a little, and they are thy own. 

JRoea. Who shoald these be? the king and Gome^ 
sure: [At a distance. 

Methinks I wish that Carlos were secure; 
For Flanders liis despatches I>e prepared. 

King. Who's there? I^Posa, pander to then* lust. 

[Drawing near to Posa. 
Now, Gomez, to hi3 heart thy dagger thrust; 
In the punuit of vengeance drive it far : 
Strike deep, and if thou can'st, wound Carlos there. 
, Rui'Gcm. I'll do't as close as happy lovers kiss : 
May he strike mine, if of his heart 1 miss. 
Thus, sir — [Stahe him. 

Posa. Ha, Gomez ! Villain ! thou hast dona 

Thy worst : but yet I would not die abne : 
Here^ dog— [State ai Mm» 
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BMi-Gottis So brisk ? Then takfe it once again. 

[Am they are struggling, the Despatches 
. fall out of Fossl's bQsam, 
*Twas only^ sir^ to put you out of pain. 

{Stabs him again, and Yossl falls, 
Posa. My lord the king (but life too far b gone, 
I faint) be mindful of your queen and son. [Dies, 

King. The .slave in death repents^ and warns me. 
Yes, 
I shall be very mindful. What are these 1 

[Takes up the Despatches, 
For Flanders ! With the prince's signet sealed I 
Here's villany has yet been unreveal'd. 
See, Gomez^ practices agauist my jcrOwn ; . 

[Shews them him. 
Treason and lust have join'd to pull me do\vn. 
Yet still I stand hke a firm sturdy rock« 
"Whilst they but split themselves with their own shock* 
But I toQ long delay : give word I come. , 

Rui-Gam. What, hoa! witbid; the king is nigh^ 
make room* 

The SCENE draws, and disepvers Don John and 
Eboli embracing. 

King, Now let me, if I can, to fury add. 
That yvhen I thunder, I may strike them dead. 

[Looking earnestly on them. 
Ha — Gomez! on thjs truth depends thy life. 
Why that's our brother Austria ! 

^ujrGom, And my wife ! 

Embracing close. Whilst I was busy grown 
In others* ruins, here I've met my own. 
Qh ! had I perish'd ere 'twas understood. 

King, This is the nest where lust and falsfaood 
brood. 

1} it npt admirable 1 

[Exeunt Don John and Eboli embracir^f 
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Hut-Gam. O, sir, ycsf 

T«n thousand devils tear the sorceress — 

King. But they are gone^ and my dishonour's near. 

Enter Dan Cablos and Quben, diseauraing. 

Look^ my incestuous son and wife appear. 
See, Gomez, bow she languishes and dies. 
*j§death ! there are very pulses in her eyes. 

[Dan Carlos appraaches the King. 
Don Car. In peace, heav'n ever guard the king from 
harms ; 
In war, success and triumph crown his arms ; 
Till all the nations of the world shall he 
Humble and prostrate at his feet, like me. , [Kneels. 
I h.ear your fury has my death designed ; 
Tho' Fve deserved the worst, you may be kind : 
Behojd me as your poor unhappy sod. 
And do not spill that blood which is your own. 

King. Yes, when my blood grows tainted, I ne'er 
doubt 
But for ny health 'tis good to let it out ; 
But jthmes a stranger, like thy soul, to me. 
Or else be curs'd thy mother s memory ! 
And doubly curs'd be that unhappy night, 
I;i which I purchased torment with delight. 

Dan Car. Thus then 1 lay aside all rights of blood. 

[Rises baldly. 
My mother curs'dl She was all just and good. 
Tyrant ! too good to stay with thee below. 
And therefore's blest, and reigns above thee now. - 
Submission ! which way got it entrance here ] 

^King, Perhaps it came ere treason was aware. 
Thy traiterous design's now come to light. 
Too great and horrid to be hid in night. 
See here ray honour and thy dut/s stains. 

[Shews the Despatches. 
Fve paid your secTctary for his pains ; 
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He waits you there, to council with him go. 

[Shew9 Po8»'« hoify. 
Ask what inteUigence from Flanders now. 

Don Car, My friend here slain, my faithful Posa 't»* 
Good beav'n I what have I done to merit this I 
What temples sack'd, what desolations made, 
*To pull down such a vengeance on my head I 
Thisy villain, was thy work : what liiend of thine 

[Tq Gomes, 
pid I e'er wrong, that thou shouldst murder mine 1 
Put rU take care it shall not want reward — [Drawjt* 
King. Courage, my Gomez, since thy king's thy 
guard. 
Clome, rebel, and thy villanies fulfil. 

Dan Car, No; tho' unjust, you are my father stiH; 
[Throws away his swords 
And from that title must your safety own : 
Tis that which awes my hand, and not your crown* 
Tis true, all there contain'd I had designed : 
To such a height your jealousy was grown. 
It was the only way that i could fiud 

To work your peace, and, to procure my own. 
King, Thinking my youth and vigour to decrease. 
You'd ease me of ray crown to give me peace. 

Don Car, Alas ! you fetch your misconstructions fiur:^ 
The injuries to me, and wrongs to her, > 

Were much too great for empire. to repair. J 

When you forgot a father's love, and quite 
Deprived me of a son's and prince's right; 
Branded my honour, and pursu'd ray iife» 
My duty loLg with nature was at strife. 
Not that I fi^d my memory or name 
Could suflbr by the voice of common fame ; 
*A thing I still esteem beneath my pride ; ^ 

For tho' condemn'd by aU the world beside, v 

Had you but thought noe just, I could have died. .J 
At lasl this o^y way I found, to fly 
Your anger, and divert your jealousy-r 
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^rom all I ever honoured, ever lov'd : 

There in your right liofnng I might conif»letey 

Spke of my wrongs, some action truly great. 

Tlius by my faith and suffVings to out-wear 

Your hate, aud shun that storm which threatened here. 

Queen. And can this merit hate 1 he would forego 
'The joys and charms of courts to purchase you ; 
Banish himself, and stem the dangerous tide 
Of lawless courage, and rebellious pride. 

King. How evenly she pleads in his defence ! 
So blind is guilt when 'twould seem innocence. 
She thinks her softness may my rage disarm. 1 

No, sorc'ress, you're mistaken in yopr charm, > 

And whilst you sooth, do but assist the storm. j 

po, take full view of your tall able slave ; 

[Queen looking on Carlos. 
Look hard ; it is the last you're like to have. 

I}on Car. My life or death are in your pow'r to give. 

King. Yes, and thou dy'st. 

I>on Car. Not till she give me leave : 

She is the star that rules my destiny ; 
And whilst her aspecf s kind, I cannot die. 

Queen. No, prince, for ever live, be ever blest. 

King. Yes, I will send him to's eternal rest. 
Oh ! had I took that journey long ago, ^ 

I ne'er had kuown the pains that rack me now. 
' Queen. What pains? what racks? [Aj^oachit{g hm^ 

King. Avoid, and touch me not. 

I see thee foul, all one incestuous blot ; 
'Thy broken vows are in thy guilty face. 

Queen. Have I then in your pity left no place ? 

King., Oh! thus it was you drew me in before. 
With promises you ne'er would see him more. 
But now your subtlest wiles too weak are grown, 
I've gotten freedom, and I'll keep my own. 

Queen. May you be ever free ; but can your mind ^ 
Conceive diat any ill was here design'd 9 
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He hitber.came, only that be might show 
. Obedience, and be recondrd to you. 
You saw his humble dutiHd address. 

King. But you before had sign'd the happy peace. 

EiUer Ebou. 

Oh princess, thank you for the oare you take. 
Tell me, how got this monster entrance ? speak. 

Eboli, Heav'n witness 'twas ivithout my knowledge 

done* 
i2tft-G0n. No, she had other business of her own. 

[Aside, 
Oh blood and murder ! 

King. ^ All are false : a guard. 

Enter Guard, 

Seize on that traitor [7b Carlos. 

Dan Car. Welcome ; I'm prepared 

Queen. Stay, sir, let me die too; I can obey. 

King. No, tliou sbalt live. [Seemingly kind. 

— By heav'n, but not a day. [And^^ 
I a revenge so exquisite have fram'd. 
She unrepenting dies, and so she's damn'd. 

Hen. If ever pity could your lieart engage. 
If e'er you hope for blessings oo your age. 
Incline your ears to a poor virgin's pray'r. 

King. I dare not venture thee, thou art too 
fair. 
What wouldst thou say 1 

Hen. Destroy not in one man. 

More virtue than the world can boast again. 
View him the eldest pledge of your first love. 
Your virgin joys ; that may some pity move— — 

King. No ; for the wrongs I suffer weigh it down : 
I'd now not spare his life to save my own. 
Away, by thy soft tongue I'll not be caught. 

Hen. By all that hopes can frame I beg: if aot» 
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May you by soBie liase band nnpitied die. 
And childless mothers curse your memory. 
By honour, love, by life — 

King. Fond girl, away : 

By heav'n, Fll kiU thee else. StiU dai^st thou stay 1 
Cannot death terrify thee ? 

Hen. —No ; for I, 

If you refuse me, am resoWd to die. 

Dan Car, Kind fair one, do not waste your sorrows 
here • 
On me, too wretched, and not worth a tear. 
There yet for you are mighty joys in store. 
When I in dust am laid, and seen no more. 
Oh, madam ! {To the Queen. 

Queen, Oh ray Carlos ! must you die 
For me ? no mercy in a father's eye I 

Don Car. Hide, hide your tears, into my soul they 
dart 
A tenderness that misbecomes my heart : 
For since I must, I like a prince would fall. 
And to my aid ray manly spirits call. 

Queen. You, like a man, as roughly as you will 
May die, but let me be a woman still. ■ [WeeiM. 

King, Thou'rt woman, a true copy of the firsts 
In whom the race of all mankind was curs'd. 
Your sex by beauty was to heav'n allied : 
But your great lord, the devil, taught you pride. 
He too Hn angel, till he durst rebel : 
And yiu are sure the stars that wilh him fell. 
Weep on ; a stock of tears like vows you have. 
And always ready when you would deceive. 

Queen, Cruel ! inhuman ! oh my heart ! why should 
I throw away a title that's so good. 
On one a stranger to whatever was so ) 
Alas, I'm torn, and know n<»t what to do. 
The just re<;entinent of my wrong's so great. 
My spirits sink bepeath the heavy weight. 

[Readi^ to sink with pauion. 
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Tyrant, stand off: I hate tliee, and wiU try 
If I have scorn enough to make me die. 

Don Car, Blest angel, stay — 

[Takes her in hi» arm^/ 

Qtuen^ Carlos, the sole embrace 

You €ver took, you have before his fiiee. 

Dan Car. No wealthy monarch of the plenteous East, 1 
In all the glories of his empire dress'd, > 

Was ever half so rich, or half so blest. j 

But from such bliss how wretched is the fall! 
They too like us must die, and leave it all. 
' King, All thb before my face ! what soul could' 

bear't] 
Go force her from him— - 

[Officer approaches, 

Don Car. — Slave, 'twill cost thy heart. 

Thou'd§t better meet a lion on his way. 
And from hb hungry jaws reprize the prey. 
She's mistress of my soul, and to prepare 
Myself for death, I must consult with her. 

Rui-Gom, Have pity — [IronkaUy. 

King. Hence ! how wretchedly he mies, 

That's serv'd by cowards, and advis'd by fools. 
Oh torture I — 

Don Car, — ^Rouse, my soul, consider now, 
That to thy blissful mansion thou must go. 
But I so mighty joys have tasted here, "% 

I hardly shall have sense of any there : V 

Oh soft as blossoms, and yet sweeter farf j 

[Leanmg on her hHomt 
Sweeter than Ineense which to heaven ascends, 
Tfco' 'tis presented there by angel^ hands. 

King. Still in his arms! Cowards, go tear her 
forth. 

Don Car. You'll sooner from it's centre sbak« the 
earth: 
111 hold her fast till my last hour b nigh ; 
Then ru bequei^ her to you when I die. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



PBIHCB OW KPAIK. 14^ 

King, Cut off his hold! or any thing — 

D&n Cur*, Ay come * 

Here kill, and bear me hence Into my tomb. 
I'd have my monument erected here» 
With broken mangled limbs still clasping hen 

<imen, HxAA, and I'll quit his arms>^ 

\The Guards afftr their axet. 

King, Now bear liim hence. 

[Thetf part. 

Queen, O horrid tyrant ! 

[Guards are hurrying Car. ^# 
Stay, unhappy prince--- 
Turn, turn ! O torment ! must I leave you so ? 
No, stay, and take me with you where you go. 

Don Car, Hark, slaves, my goddess summons me to 
stay. 
Dogs ! have you eyes, and can you disobey 1 
See her! Oh let me but just touch my bliss. 

[Pressing forward. 

King, By hell he shan't: slaves, are ye mine or his I 

Queen. My life — 

Don Car, My soul, farewell — 

[Exit Carlos^ 

Queen, — He's gone, he's gone 1 

Now, tyrant, to thy rage I'm left alone ; 
Give me my death, that hate both life and thee. 

King, 1 know thou dost ; yet live. 

Queen. — O misery! 

[Throws herself on thejhor^ 
Why was I bom to be thus curs*d 1 or why 
Should life be forc'd, when 'tis so sweet to die I 

King, Thou, woman, hast been false; but to renew 
Thy credit in my heart, assist me now» [To £boiu 

Prepare a draught of poison, such as will 
Act slow, and by degrees of torment kill. 
Give it the queen, and to prevent all sense 
Of dying, tell her I've releas'd tlie prince^ 
And that ere mommg he'll attend lien I 
In a disguise his presence will supply ; 
So gint my rage, and smiluig see her die« 



} 
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EbolL Yoiir majesty shall be obey'd--^ 
Rui-Gam. Do, work thy mischiefs to their la^ de^ 
gree. 
And when they're in their height Fli murder thee. 

[Asides 
King. Now, Gomez, ply my rage, and keep it hot : 
P*er love and nature Fve the conquest got. 
Still charming beauty triumphs in her eyes : 

[Locking at the (ineen. 
Yet for my honour and my rest she dies. 

[Exeunt Queen and Women. 
But, oh i.what ease can I expect to get. 
When I must purchase at so dear a rate ? 

[Exeunt WKMS^ 



ACT V. 
SCENE I. 

Enter King, aolMa. 

King. Tis night ; the season when the happy take 
Repose, and only wretches are awake. 
Now discontented ghosts begin their rounds, 
Haunt ruin'd buildings and unwholesome grounds; 
Or at the curtains of the restless wait, 
To frighten them with some sad tale of fate. 
When I would rest, I can no rest obtain : 
The ills Fve borne ev'n o'er my slumbers reign. 
And in sad dreams torment me o'er again. 
The ^tal bus'ness is ere this begun : 
I'm shock'd, and start to think what I have done» 
But I forget how I, that Philip am. 
So much for constancy renown'd by fame ; 
Who thro' the progress of my life was ne'er 
By hopes transported, or depressed by fear. 



} 
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i^o, it is gone too far to be recalled, 
' And sted&stiiess will make the act extolFd. 

Enier EBOUy iH a Night-Gown^ 



} 



Who? j:boU?, . :. 

EbolL I My lord. 

King. Is the de^d dooel 

Eboli, Thp aod the queen |o seek repose is goo^.' 

King. Can she expect it, who allowed me none ] 
No, Eboli; her. dreams must be ais fuU 
t>f horror, and as hellish as her soul. 
Does she believe the prince has fneedora g^in'd I 

Eboli. She does. 

King. How ;were the tidings entertain'd? 

Eboli. O'er all her faee young; wandering blushes wercf^ 
Such as speak hopes too weak to conquer fear : — 
But when confirm'd^ no lover e'er so kind; 
She clasp'd me fast, caress'd, and call'd me friend. 
Which opportunity I took, to give 
The poison; and till day she caimotlive. 

King. Quickly then to her; say.Uiat Carlos l^er© 
Waits to confirm his happiness with her. 
Go ; that my vengeance I may finish quite ; 
HTwould be iinperfect, should I lose the sight 
But to contrive that I may not be known, 
'And she may still mistake me fpr my son, 
Kemov^ all light but that which may suffice 
To let her see me scorn her when she dies. 

Eboli. You'll find her all in rueful sables clad» 

With one dbn lamp that yields imperfect light. 
Such as in vaults assist the ghastly shade, 

Where wretched widown come to weep at night. 
Thus she resolves to die^ or living mourn. 
Till Carlos shall with liberty return. [ExU^ 

King. Oh stedfast sin ! incorrigible lust ! 
Notdamn'd.l it is impossible ; she must. 
How do I long to see her in her pains, 
The pois'noas ;Sttlpbuc rolling, thro* her veins 1 . 

▼ot. I. L 
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Elder Dm John and Attendants. 

Who's there 1 my brother I 

Dan John* Yes, sir, and your friend. 

What can your presence here so late intend? 

JJCtitg*. Oh» Attstria, iate's at work ; a deed's in hand 
Will put thy youthful courage to a stand. 
Survey me ; do I look as heretofore? 

Dan John, You look like king of l^in» and lord of 
pow'r: 
Like one who still seeks glory on the wing: 
You look as I would do, were I a king. 

King. A knig! why I am more, Vm all that can 
Be counted miserable in a man. 
But thoa shalt see how calm anon I'll grow: 
I'll be as happy and as gay as thou. 

Dan Jokn. No, sir, my happiness you cannot hate^ 
Whilst to your abject passions thus a slave. 
To know my ease, you thoughts like mine must bring, 
Be something less a man, and more a king. 

King. I'm growing so; *t»true, that long I strove 
With {Heading nature, combated with love. 
Those witchcrafts that had bound my soul so fast ; 
But now the date of the ekiebantment's past* 
Before my rage like ruins down they fall. 
And I mount up true monarch o'er them all. 

Dan Jahn. 1 know your queen and soayouVe doom'd 
to die. 
And fear by this the fatal hour Is nigh. 
Why would you cut a sure succession off. 
At which your friends must grieve, and foes will laugh; 
As if, since age has from you took away 
Increase, you'd grow malicious, and destroy? 

King. Doubt it not, Austria: thou my brother art. 
And in my blood I'm certain hast a part. 
Only the justice of my vengeance own, 
Thou'rt heir of Spain, and my adopted son. 

Don John. I must confess there in a crown are chains^ 
Which I would court in bloody fields and arms; 
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Iht in wky ilepbciit's wi«qg I niiut dedine. 
Since he must be eitingukh'd ere I shine. 
To mount a throne o'er battlement^ I'd clinby 
Where death should wait on me, not I on him. 
Did you e'er lo«»» or have you ever known 
The mighty vikie of so brave a son I 

King. I guess'd I should bet treated thus before ; 
I know it is thy kmdness^ bat no moiv. 
Th6tt, -living free^ alas I art easy grown 
And think'st all hearts as honest as thy own. 

Dan John. Not, sir^ so easy as I must be boM, 
And speak what you perhaps would have untold ; 
That you're a slave to th' vikst that obey, * 
Such as disgrace on royal fevour lay. 
And blindly follow as they lead astray: 
Voracious varlets, sordid hangersoni 
Best by familiarity they're known. 
Yet shrink at frowns, but wiien you smile they fiiwa. ] 
They're these have wrong'd you, and abus'd your ears, 
Possess'd your mind wtA me misgrounded fears. 

King*. Misgrounded fearst Why is thwe any truth 
In women's vows^ tnr diM>bedient youth? 
I sooner wouki believe this workl were heav'n. 

Where I have nought but toils and torment met^ 
And never comfort yet to man was gtv'n. 

But thou shek see how my revenge \% treat. 

The SCENE drawSy and dUeavers the Queen ulone m 
Maarmng an her Camh, wUh u lamp by her. 

Look w)ieie she sits, as quiet and serene, [Iranicalfy. 
As if she never had a tUougbl of sin ; 
In mourning, her wrong'd ionoceuGe to shew : 
She has sworn 't ^ oft» that she believea it true. 
O'erwhelm'd with sorrow she'll in darkness dwell: 1 
So we have heard of witdMes in a «ell| > 

Treating with fiends, and making leagues with helL > 
[771^ Queen rieee^ wd camee ioumd$ him. 
h2 
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Queen. My lord I Piioce Caiiosl msy it be feUeVd; 

Are my eyes bless'd; and am I not deceived? 

King. My queei^ my love, Vm here > — 

[Emkracee her. 

Queen. . My lord the king! 

This is surprising kindness wkich you bring. 
Can you believe me inooeeut at last ] 
Metbinks my griefs are half already fiast 

Kif^. O tongue, m nothing practis'd but deceit f 
Too well she knew him, not to find the cheat. 
Yes, vile .incestuous woman, it is I, 
The king : look on me well, despair^ and die. 

Queen. Why Itad you not pronounc'd ny doom b^ 
fore. 
Since to affliction you eoidd add no more I 
Methinks death is less welcome, when I find 
You could but counterfeit a look that's kind. 

King. No, ' now thou'rt fit for death : had I believ'd 
Thou couldst have been more wicked, thou hadst liv'd: 
Liv'd and gone on in Itist and riot still ; 
But I perceived thee early ripe for hell: 
And that of the reward, thou migbt'st not miss. 
This night thou'st drank thy bane, thou'rt poison'd ; 

Thou art 



tt'd;/ 



Queen. ^Then welcome everlasting bliss. 

But ere I die, let me here make a vow. 

By heav'n, and all I hope for there, Tni true. 

King. Vows you had always ready when you spoke: 
How many of them have you made, and broke ! 
Y.et there's a pow'r that does your falshood hear, 
A just one too, that lets thee live to swear. 
How comes it that above such mercy dwells. 
To permit sin, and make us infidels ? 
V Queen, You have been ever so to all that's good. 
My innocence had else been understood. 
At first your love was nothing but your pride. 
When I arriv'4 to be the prince's bride. 
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You then a kind indulgent father were ; 

But fincUog me unfortunately fair. 

Thought me a prize too rich to be possest 

By him, and forc'd yourself into my breast : 

Where you maintaia'd an unresisted pow'r ; 

Not your own daughter could have lov'd you more. 

Till/conscious of your age, my faith was blam'd» 

And I a lewd adulteress proclaimed. 

Accused of foulest incest with^our son. 

What more could my worst enemy have done ? 

King, Nothing, I hope ; I would not have it said. 
That in my vengeance any faiilt I made. 
Love me ? Oh low pretence! too feebly built! 
But 'tis the constant fault of dying guilt, 
Ev'n to the last to cry they're innocent ; 
When their despair's so great, they can't repent. 

4^ujeefi, Thus having urg'd your malice to the head. 
You spitefully are come to rail me dead. 
Had I been man, and had an impious wife. 
With speedy fury I'd have snatch'd her life; 
Tom a broad passage open to her heart. 
And there have ransack'd each polluted part ; 
Triumphed and laugh'd t' have seen the issuing flood. 
And wantonly have bath'd my hands in blood. 
"Piat had out-done the low revenge you bring. 
Much fitter for a woman than a king. 

King, Fm glad I know what death you wish to haye» 
You would go down in silence to your grav^e ; 
Kemove from future fame, as present times. 
And bury with you, if "you could, your crimes. 
No, I will hav«j my justice understood, 
Proclaim thy falshood and thy lust aloud. / 

Queen. About it then, the noble work begin ; 
Be proud, and boast how cruel you have been. 
Oh how a monarch's glory 'twill advance ! . 
Do, quickly let it reach the ears of France. 
I've there a royal brother that is young. 
Who'll certainly revenge his sister's wrong; 
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Into thy Spain a migfaty army bnng, 

Tumble thee from thy throne a wretched tfaiog. 

And make thee quite Wg^t thou ^'er wert king. 

King. I ne'er had plearare with her till this night; 
The viper finds dhe^s crush^d^ and fain would bite. 
Oh! w^e he here, and durst maintain thaturotd^ 
rd like an eagle aeice the raliow bir^ 
And gripe him till the dastard cnirea cr/d ; 
Then throw him panting by his sister's side. 

Queen. Alas i I faint and «nk ; my lord, your hand ; 
]My spirits hS, and I iirant strength to staiid. 

[To Don JTohOp 

Don John. Oh jealousy I 
A curse which none but he that bears it knoiys ; 

[Leads her to a ciairp 
So rich a treasui^ who would live to losel 

King* The poisou works, heay\i grant there were 
enough ; 
She is so foul, she may be poiaon-proof« 
Now, my false fair one*-^ 

Queen. 'Tyrant, hence bj^onel 

This hour's my last, and kt it be my own. 
Away, away : I would not leave the light 
With such a hated object in my sight. 

King. No, I will stay, and ev'n thy pray'rs preir«at( 
I would not give tliee leisure to repent ; 
But let thy sins all jn one throng combing 
To plague thy soul, as thou hast tortur'd mine. 

Queen. Griut then your eyes^ your tyrantrfury feed, 
And triumph ; but remember^ vrMn I'm dead, . 
^Hereafter on your dying pillows you 
May feel those tortures which you give me now. 
Go on, yo^ wo»t reproaches 1 can bear. 
And with them all you shall not force a tear. 

King. Thus, Austria, my lost fi«edom I obtain. 
And once more shall appear myself agaiu. . 
Love held me faat, whilst, like a fooOsh boy, ^ -^ 

I of the thing was fond because ^was gay ; • > 

Put taow I've thro]nrn the gaudy toy away, } 
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Eh§U(witim.) Help, muider, help — ^ — 
King. See» Austria^ whence that cry ; 

Call up otur guards, there m^y be danger nigh. 

[Enter Guards. 

Bnter Eboli tit her Night-dress, wounded and Ueedr 
ing ; Rtti-Gomez purming her. 

Ebolu Oh ! guard me from that cruel murderer : 
But 'tis in vain, the steel has gone too far. 
Turn, wretched king, I've something to unfold ; 
Kor can I die till the sad secretes told. 

King. The woman's mad ; to some apartment by 
Remove her, where she may grow tame and die. > 

Pate came abroad to night, resolv'd to range : 
I love a kind companion in revenge. [Hugs Rui-Gomes. 

JSboH. If in your heart truth any favour wins. 
If e'er you would repent of secret sins. 
Hear me a word. 

King. What wouldst thou say? Be brief. 

Eboli. Do what you can to save that precious life ; 
Try ev'ry art that may her death prevent : 
You are abus'd, and she is innocent. 
When I perceiv'd ray hopes of you were vain. 
Led by my lust, I practised all my charms 
To gain the prince, Don Carlos, to my arms. 
But there too cross'd, 1 did the purpose change. 
And pride made him my engine for revenge : 

[To Rui-Gomez. 
Taught him to raise your growing jealousy. 
Theu my wild passion at this prince did fly, 

[To Don John 
And that was done for which I now must die. 

King, Ha, Gomez, speak, and quickly; is it so? 

Rui-Gom, I'm sorry you should doubt if't be or no, 
She, by whose lust my honour was betray'd. 
Cannot want malice now to take my head ; 
And dierefore does this penitence pretend. 

EboK. Oh AustHa, take away that ugly fiend; 
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He smiles, aad mocks, me, waiting' fot my soul ; 
S^ how hisgiaring fievy eye^balls roll. 

Rui'Gam. Thus is Jier hncy tortur'^ by her ga^t ' 
But since you'll have my blood, let it be spilt. 

King. No more [To R. Gom. 

Speak OD, I cliarge thee, by the rest [To Eboli^ 
Thou hop'sty the trutl^ and as thou shaltbe blest. 

Eholi. As what I've said is so. 
There may I find, where I must answer ail^ « 
What most I need, heav'n's mercy on my soul. [Z>^f 

King. H^av'n ! she was sensible that she should die, '^ 
And durst not in the minute tell a lie. 

Don John. His guilt's too plain ; see his wild star- 
ing eye. 
By unconcern he would shew inuocepce : 
But hardened guilt ne'er wanted the pretence 
Of great submission, wben't had no defence., 
Thus whilst of life you shew this little care. 
You seem not guiltless, but betray despair. 

King. His life ! What satisfaction can that give I 
But oh! in doubt I must for ever live, . ^" 

And lose my peace yet I the truth will find ; 

rU rack him for't. Go, in this minute biud 
Jiim to the wheel — 

Rui-Gom. How havje I tbis d^s^ry'd. 

Who only your commands obey'4 and serv'd' I 
What would yoii have me do I * ' 

King. I'd have thee, tell 

The truth : do, Gomez, all shall then be well. 

Rui-Goni. Alas ! like you, sir, in a cloud I'm lost^ 
And can but tell you what I think at most. . 
You stit ine as a spy upon the prince. 
And still I brought the best intelligence 
1 could; till finding him too much aware 
Of me, I nearer mea^Mres took by her : / . , 
Which if I after a fiifse copy drew, . 
nris I have "been unfortunate as you, . , 

King. And is tliis all thou hast for life to. show? ^ 

RuirGom. Dear sir, your'pardon, it is all I kno^. > 

King. Tlieu villain, I am damn'd as well as thou. J 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC ' 



Pl^INCB OF^SMlIN. :XS9 

Heav'n! where kpow thy sleeping Providence, 
That took so litjtle care of innocence 1 
Oh Auftria, had I to tliy truth inclin-d. 
Had I been half so good as thou wert kind! 
But I'm too tame ; secure the traitor. > Oh ! 

[Guards $eize R. Go. 
Earth open, ta thy centre let mego. 
And jthere for ever hide my impious head. . 
Thou fairest, purest creature heaVn e'er made. 
Thy injured truth too late I've understock! : 
Xet live, and be immortal as thou'rt good. 

Queen, Can you to think me innocent incline 
On her ba^pe word, and would not credit mine ? 
The poison's very busy at my heart ; 
Methinks I see death shake bis threatening dart. 
Why are you kind, and m$ke it. hard to die] 
J^ersist, continue on the injury : v 

Call me still vile, incestuous, all that's foul.. 

King. Oh pity, pity my despairing soul ; 
Sink it cot.qqite. Raise my physicians strs^gbt ; 
Jlasten them quickly ere it be too late ; 
Propose rewards may set their skill at strife : 
I'll give my crown to him that saves her life. 
Curs'd dog ! — [7b Gom- 

Don John. Vile prostitute I '" . 

King, Revengeful fiend ! 

£^t I've forgotten half; to Carlos send ; 
Prevent what his despair may make him do. 

Enter Henrietta. 

Hen, Oh horror, horror ! everlasting woe ! 
The prince, the prince ! 

King. . Ha! speak. 

Hen, He dies, he dies. 

Within npcm his conch he bleedhig lies, > 
Just taken from the bath, his veins all cut, ^ 
From which the springing blood dows swiftly out. 
He threatens.death on'all that shall op|>ose 
fiis ^te,> tO'save that lite which fae will lose. 

King. Dear Austna^hasteii^all thy interest use. 
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Tell him it b to firiendtbip an offeiiee. 
And let him know his fiither^s penitence. 
Beg him to live.— 

Rm-Gom. Sinee you've decreed my death, knew 
'twill be hard: . 
The bath by me was poison'd when prepared. 
I ow'd him that for Ms late pride and scorn. 

King. There never was so eurs'd A villain bom. 
But by revenge such pains he rimll go thro'. 
As ev'n religious cruelty ne'er Imew. 
Rack him ! FU broil him, bum him by degrees^ x 

Fresh torments for ban ev^ hour devise, > 

Till he curse heav'n, and then the caitiff dies. 3 

Quten. My faithful Henrietta, art thou come 
To wait thy unhappy mistress to her tomb I 
I brought thee hither from thy parents young. 
And now must leave tiiee to heav'n knows what 

wrong. 
But heav'n to it's protection will receive 
Such goodness, let it then thy queen forgive. 

Hen. How much I lov'd you, madam, nose can 
tell; 
For tis unspeakable, I lov'd so well. 
•A proof of it the world shall quickly find ; 
For when you die. Til scorn to stay behind. 

Enter Don Carlos, ntpp&rted between two, and 
bleeding. 

Don John. See, sir, your son. 

Ki9^. My son? But oi ! how dare 

I use that name, when this sad object's near! 
See, injur'd prince, who 'tis thy pardon craves. 
No more thy fittber, but the worst of slaves : 
Behold the tears thai from these fenataaB flow. 

Don Car. I come to take my £irt^rdl, ere i go 
To that bright dwelling, where there b no voon 
for blood, and where the crud never eome. 

King. 1 know there is not, thesefore must despair* 
ph hewf"! 1 his cruelty I camiot bear. 
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Dost thou not hear thy wveCdied Mhf r sue 1 

Don Car. My father ! speak the words once more; 
is't you 7 
And may I think the dear convevsionlniel 
Oh that I could ! 

King, By beav'n thon mnst-^ — it b ! 

Let me embrace and kiss thy trembling knees. 
'Why wilt tliou die? no, Hre, my Carlos, live. 
And all the wrongs that I Inve done forgive. 

Dan Car. Life was my curse, and giv'n me sure in 
spite. 
Oh ! had I perish'd when I first saw light, 
I never then these miseries had brought 
On you^ nor by you had been guilty thought. 
Prop me : apace I feel my life decay. 
The little time on earth I have to stay, 
errant I without offence may here bestow ; 

[Pointing to the Queen, 
You cannot certainly be jealous now. > 

King. Break, break my heart * 

[Leads Don Carlos to the chair. 

Don Car. YouVe thus more kindness sho¥in» 

*th'dii if you had crown'd, and plac'd me on your thrmae. 
M ethinks so hiefaly happy I appear. 
That I could pity you, to see you there. 
Take me away again: You are toogood« 

^ Queen. Carlos, is't yout O stop that royal flood; 
Live, and possess your father's throne, when I 
In dark and gloomy sliades forgotten lie. 

Don Car. Crowns are beneath me, I have higher 
pride: 
Thus on you fix'd, and dying by your sidc^ 
How much a life and empire I disdain! 
No, we'll together mount, where both shall reign 
Above all wrongs, and never men complan. 

QueeH. O matchless yottth 1 O constancy divine I 
Sure there was never love that equalled thine ; 
Nor any so ^nfertaBate as mine. ■ ■ ■ ■* 
Henceforth forsaken vitfims sfaai in songs, 
When tl^ey w<8dd ease tlwir own, ftpeat diy wrongs; 
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And in remembrance of thee» for thy sake, 

A solemn annual procession make ; 

In chaste devotion as fair pilgrims come. 

With hyacinths and lilies deck thy tomb. 

But one thing more, and then, vain w6rld, adkto: 

It is to reconcile my lord and you. 

Don Car. He has done no wrong to me, I :im possest 
Of all, beyond my expectation blest. 
But yet methinks there's something in my heart 
Tells me, I must not too unkindly part. 
Fath)sr, draw nearer, raise me with your hand ; 
Before I die, what is't you would command? 

King. Why wert thou made so excellently good 1 -. 
And why was it no sooner understood ) 
But I was curs'd, and blindly led astray; 
Oh ! for thy father, for thyiather pray. 
Thou may'st ask that which Tm too vile to dare ; 
And leave me not tomiented by despair. 

Don Car. Thus then with the remains of life we kneel; 
[Don Carlos and the Queen sink out of the 
chairs^ and kneel. 
May you be ever free from all that's ill. 

Queen. And everlasting peace upon you dwell 

King. No more : this virtue's too divinely bright; 
IMy darken'd soul, too conversant with night. 
Grows blind, and overcome with too much light. 
Here raise them up, gently: ye slaves, down, down! 
Ye glorious toils, a sceptre and a crown. 
Forever be forgotten; in your stead. 
Only eternal darkness wrap my head. 

Queen. Where are you 1 oh ! farewell, I must be gone. 

King. Blest happy soul, take not thy- flight so* 
soon: 
Stay till I die, then bear mine with thee too. 
And guard it up, which else must sink below. 
. Queen. From all my injuries and all my fean. 
From jealousy, love's bane, the worst of cares. 
Thus I remove to find that stranger, rest. 
Carlos, thy hand i receive me on thy breast; 
Within this miaute how shall we be blest! 



I 
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•. Dm Car. QK fiu* above > . . 
\Vhatever wishes fram'd, or hopes designed ; 
Thus, where we go, we shall the angels find 
For ever priaising, and for ever kbd. 

Queen, Make haste, in the first sjAere III for yotk 
' stay; 
Thence we'll rise both to everlastmg day. 
Farewell— . [Dies. 

Don Car. Fll follow you ; now close my eyes ; 

[Leans on her bosom. 
Thus all o'er bliss the happy Carlos dies,^ [Dies. 

King. They're gonci they're gone, where Imustne*er 
aspire. 
Run, sally out, and set the world on fire ; 
Alarum Nature, let loose all the winds. 
Set free those spirits whom strong magic binds; 
Let the earth open all her sulph'rous veins. 
The fiends start from their hell, and shake their chains; 
Till all things from their harmony decline. 
And the confusion be. as great as mine. 
Here I'll lie down, and never more arise. 
Howl out my life, and rend the air with cries. 

Don John. Hold, sir, afford your laboring heart 

some ease. 
King. Oh ! name it not : there's no such thing as 
peace. 
From these warm lips yet one soft kiss Fll take. 
How my heart beats ! why won't the rebel break ? 
My love, my Carlos, I'm thy father, speak. 
Oil ! be regards not now my miseries, 
But's deaf to my complaint, as I have been to his. ^ 
Oh ! now I think on't better, all is well ; 
Here's one that's just descending into hell: 
How comes it that he's not already gone? 
The sluggard's lazy, but Fll spur him on. t 

Hey ! how he flies I [Stabs Rui-Oolner. 

Rui'Gom. 'Twa^ aim'd well at my heart; 

Tbiit I had strength enough but to retort. 
Dull life, so tamely must I from thee part 1 
Curses and plagues ! revenge, where art thou now 1 
Meet, meet me at thy own dark housie below. . '{Z>ie«. 



} 
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King. He's gone« and now tbere't not so ?ile a tiUoe 
As I. 

Don John. Remember, sir, you are a long, 

Kitig. A king ! it i» too little : 111 be more^ 
I tell tliee» Nero was an emperor; 
He kiird his mother, but I\e that out-done^. 
Murdered a loyal wife, and guiltless son. 
Yet» Austria, why should I grow mad for that } 
Is it ray fault I was. unfortunate? 

Ihn John* Collect your spirits, sir, and calm your 
mind. 

King. Look to't; strange tUng^ i tell tlwe are 
designed. 
Thou, Austria^ shalt grow old, and fai thy age 
Doat, doat, my hero: oh, a long gray beard. 
With eyes distilling rheum, and holbw^cheeks. 
Will be sueh ehaviiis, thou eanal not want success* 
But above all, beware of jealottsy; 
It was the dreadful curse that min'd na* f 

Don John. Dread sir, no more. ^ 

King. O heart! oil beat'n t but ^% 

Nam'd Inotheav*n1 I did, ahdat the word . . ^ 
(M^hought I saw't).the aaure fabric stWd. 
Ob, for my queen and son the saints fir^pai^: 
But ril pursue and overtake them tbtra: 
Whirl, stop the sun, arrest his charioteer ; 
III ride in that: away; pull, puU him down* 
Oh, how I hurl the wildUfire as i ruiil 
Now, now I mount— > [Rum ej^ roiting. 

Don John. Look to Hie king. ;.^ ' 

See of this fair one too, strict care be bad. ''^^ 

[Pomting to Henrietta. 
Despair, how irast a triumph hast thou made! , 
No more in love^i enervate charms 111 lie ; 
Shaking off softness, to the camp Fil fly. 
Where thirst of fame the active hero warms: 
And what JL've lost in peace, regain m arms. 

[Exeunt otmief. 

* ^tn VMU (M emperor^ &c. — 

NeroD, tant d^test^, 
M^ point 4 cet exc^ pooas^ 9a cruaut^. JtimM^ 



^ 
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EPILOGUE. 



SPOKEN BT A GIRL. 



Now what d'ye think my message hither means ? 

YoQder*s the poet sick behind the scenes: 

He told me there was pity in my face, 

And therefore sent me here to make his peace. 

Let me for once persuade you to be kind; 

For he has promised me to stand my friend. 

And if this time I can your kindness more^ , 

Hell write for me, he swears by all above^ 

When I am big enough to be in love. 

Now won't ye be go^natur'd, ye fine men? 

Indeed I'll grow as fast as e'er I can, 

And try if to his promise hell be true. 

Think on't ; when that time comeS| ye do not know 

But I may grow in love with some of you. 

Or, at the worst, Fm certain I shall see 

Amongst you those wholl swear they're so with me. 

But now, if by my suit you'll not be won, 

You know what your unkindness of^ has done; 

I'll e'en forsake the playhouse, and turn aim*. 






* This alludes to the retirement of Mn. Reeves, or, as she was 
usually termed. Madam Heeves; who Was a very besutilu] and 
accomplished aetrtts, and between whom And Ihyden there was 
supposed td be rather too ckse an intimacy. She withdrevr from 
the Mtngt to a cloister. 
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TITUS AND BERENICE, 

A TRAGEDY. 



Grandii aratio non est turgida, aed natttraU pul^ 
chritudine ejcsurgiL 

PET. ARB« SATTBIC. CAP. 9. 



rot. I. 
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tlfUS AND BERENICE. 



CoRNEiLLE and Racine, two of the greatest or-< 
iiaments of the French drama, have each found em* 
plo^'ment for their genius in the celebrated conduct of 
Titus towards Berenice, which attaches so much glory 
to his character in the pages of the Roman historians. 
Tlie Berenice of Corneille, the product of his declining 
age, cannot bear a comparison with his Cid^ and is, 
perhaps, thrown into deeper obscurity by the superior 
lustre of it's rival. The elegant and classical mind of 
Hacine, has tempted him to reject, in the present in- 
stance, the vicipus practice wliich modern refinement 
has introduced into the liigher department of the 
drama, and to copy the pure models which the Gree)c 
writers afforded hun, in the »in]^lieity of their plots^ 
and the unity of their actions^ Accordingly, iu liis 
Berenice, our interest is undivided : we are never called 
from the ditobtfu) 6trogg9es of ^e emperor, the agonies 
6f Berenice, and the stifled €motimis of Antiochus, td 
bear a part in any inferiof distresses j but are wholly 
fixed upon one event, and that as great and striking as 
any we meet with in history. It has, however, been 
objected to the French author, and by his own coun- 
trymen, that his piece cannot be termed a tragedy so 
properly as a pastoral dialogue ; and that Titus is not 
M 3 
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strictly a Roman hero^ but discovers too great an ana- 
logy to a courtier of Versailles*. 

These remarks are not irrelevant to the piece imme- 
diately before us, inasmuch as it being a close imita- 
tion of the French tragedy, whatever of praise or cen- 
sure is bestowed upon it's essentials, will be the pro- 
perty of the original author. The only important al- 
terations made by Otway, are, first, reducing the piece 
to three acts, and curtailing, by that means, the speeches 
in the original, which, without great force of expression; 
as well as elevation of thought, are apt to sink into 
languor; and, in the second place^ making Antiochus 
discover his passion to Titus in an early part of the 
play, which is deferred by the French author till the 
last scene. The dialogue is, generally, a close, and, oc- 
casionally, a literal translation, which leaves to Otway 
scarcely any other merit than what results from his 
versification, in which he has considerably improved 
upon his former pieces. 

Titus and Berenice was represented in February, 
i67ff-7. 

» Report tayv, that a Fmdi noUeman having^ aaked the great 
Cond6 his opiiiioii of the tragedy, he replied in this yerie irovf^ 
ihf fifth act : 

<* Depuit deux ans entiers, chaque jour je la vols, 
£t crois toujoun la voir pour la premi&'e fois.'*' 
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TO 
THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

JOHN, EARL OF liOCHESTER, 

t)WE OF THE GENTLEMEN OF HIS MAJESTY's BED-CHAMBER, &Q, 
MY LORD, 

Dedications are grown things of so nice a nature, 
that it is almost impossible for me to pay your lordship 
those acknowledgments I owe you, and not (from those 
who cannot judge of the sentiments I have of your 
lordship's favours) incur the censure either of a fawner 
or a flatterer ; both which ought to be as hateful to 
an ingenuous spirit as ingratitude. None of these 
would I be guilty of, and yet iu letting the world know 
bow good and how generous a patron I have, (in spite, 
of malice) I am sure I am honest. 

My Lord, never was poetry under so great au op-* 
pression as now, as full of fanaticisms as religion; 
where every one pretends to the spirit of wit, sets up a 
doctrine of his own, and hates a poet worse than a 
Quaker does a priest. , . 

To examine how nduch goes to the making up one of 
those; .dreadful thiQgs that resolve our dissolution: it 
is, for the ^os^t part, a yery little French breeding, 
much assurance, with a great deal of talk, and no 
sense. 

Thus he comes to a new play, enquires the author of 
it, and (if he can find any) ma^LCS his personal mis- 
fortunes the subject of his malice to some of his com- 
panions, who haye as little wit, and as much ill-nature 
as bunself ; and so to be sure (as far as he can) tlie play 
is damned. 
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At night he never fails to appear in the withdrawinfr 
room, where he picks out some that have as little to dQ 
Ihere as himself; who, mustering up all their puny forces^ 
jdamn as positively as if, like Mu^gleton, it were their 
gift ; when indeed they have as little right to wit, as a 
journeyman tailor can have to prophecy. 

Wit, which was the mistress of former ages, is become 
the scandal of our's : either the old^ satire, to let us 
understand what be has known, danms and decries all 
poetry but the old ; or else the young affected fool, 
that is inipudent beyond correction, and ignorant above 
instruction, will be censuring the present, though be 
misplace his wir, as he generally does his courage, and 
ever makes use of it on the wrong occasion. 

How great a hazard then does your lordship run, iq 
so stedfastly protecting a poor exiled thing that has so 
many enemies ! but that your wit is more eminent than 
all their folly or ignorance, and your goodness greater 
than any malice or ill-nature can be. I am sure (and I 
must own it with gratitude) I have tasted of it much 
above my merit, or what even vanity might prompt me 
to expect : though in doing this, I shall at best but 
appear an humble debtor, who acknowledges honestly 
what he owes, though to keep up his credit he must be 
forced to borrow more : for my genius always ted me 
to seek an interest in your lordship ; and I never se^ 
you, but I am fired with an ambition of behrg in your 
favour. For all I have received, the highest fetum I 
am able to make, is my acknowledgment ; in which I 
can hardly distinguish whether my thankfulness or roy 
pride be the greater, when I subscribe myself. 

Your Lordship's most obliged, 

Aad most devMed Seirant, 

THO.OTWAY^ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



} 



PROLOGUE. 



Gallants, our author met me here to-day, 

And begg*d that Fd say spmetbing for his play. 

YoQ wag^y tbtC judge by roiey vsad clAmn b^ cnlv 

Taking yoar measures from some neighbour fool. 

Who has impudence, a ctn e&m k h useful tool ; 

That always are seyerc, you know not why, 

And would be tl^ought great oritip^ bjr the Vj^ ] 

With very much ill-nature, and i^o wit> - '\ 

Just as you are,, we ^uv^ihhr l^eg yoi^'d sit, . > 

And with your silly selves divert the mi, j 

You men of sense, who heretofore }|llpw*d- . ; 

Our author*8 follies, make him once more proud. 

But for the youths that newly *fe oome fiwh ^latiee, 

Whose heads want sense, tho' heefc abound- with dance; 

Our author to their judgmept won't submit, 

But swears that they, who so infest the pit 

With their own follies, ne'er can judge of wit. 

n^is thence he chiefly favour would implore; 

[To the born. 
And, fair ones, pray oblige him on m;^ score : 
Confine his foes, tlie fops, within their rules : 
foTf Mij^ jou knpw how to ni^nage fools. 
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PRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



Titus. Vespasiak, Emperor qf Bjome. 

VjkVU<svSy the imperot^t Qmfident, 
Absaoes^ Andochtts'j QMfideniL 
RVTiLius, a Tribune, ' ' 

BsR^ieSy Queen ofFalmtine^ , 
•fjutaxos, her Qmfidemt., 



7^ SCENE, BfiHZi 
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TITUS AND BERENICE^ 



ACT I. 

SCENE h— A Palace. 

Enter Antiochus and AnsACua* 

Ant, Thou, my Arsaces, art a stranger here: 
This is th' apartment of the charming fair^ 
That Berenice, lyhom Titus so adores : 
The universe is his, and he is her*s : 
Here from the court himself he oft conceals, 
.^nd in her ears his cbirming itory tells; 
Whilst I a irassal for admittance wait. 
And ain at best but thought importunate. 

Ars. You want admittance ! who, with gen'rous care. 
Have foUow'd all her fortunes ev'ry where ; 
Whose fame throughout the world so loudly rings ; 
One of the greatest of our Eastern kings. 
As once you seemed the monarch of her breast. 
Too firmly seated to be dispossest ; 
Nor can the pride she doth in Titus take. 
Already so severe a distance make. 

Ant. Yes! still that wretch Antiochus I am. 
But love! O how I tremble at the name; ' 
And my distracted soul at that doth start. 
Which once was all the pleasure of iny heart; 
^iace Berenice has all my hopes destroyed. 
And an eternal silence on me laid. 

Ara. That you resent her pride, I see with joy; 
^SIs that ivhich does her gratitude destroy : 
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But friendship wrong'd should into hatred turn^ 
And you, tnethinks, might learn her art to scorn. 

Ant. ArsaceSy liow false measures dost thou take I 
Remo¥e the polfs, and bid the sip go badE ; 
Invert all nature's orders, fate's decrees; 
Then bid me hate the charming Berenice. 

Ars. Well, love her still ; but let her know your pain ; 
Resolve it, you shall see, aud speak again; 
Urge to her face your rightful claim aloud. 
And court her haughtily, as she is proud. 

Ant, Arsaces, no ; she's gentle as a dove. 
Her eyes are tyrants, but her souFs dM love. 
And owes so little for the vows I've made. 
That if she pity me, I'm more than paid. 

Enter RuTiLiys, 

But see, the man I sent at last returns ; 
Oh how my heart with expectation bums ! 
Rutilius, have you Berenice seen? 

Rut. I have. 

Ant. O speak ! what says the charming queen? 

Rut. I press'd with difficqlty.thro' the crowd ; 
A throng of court-attendants round her stood. 
The time now pass'd of his severe retreat, 
Titus laments no more his father's fkte. 
Love takes up all his thoughts, and all his cares^^ 
Whilst he to meet those mighty joys prepares. 
Which may in Berenice's arms be found; 
For she this day will be Ronie'3 empress crown'd* 

Ant. What do I hear? confusion on fhy tongtief ' 
To tell me tliis, why was thy speech ,50 long ? " 
Why didst not ruin with more spee^ aflfbit) ? ' 
Thou might'st have spoke, and kill'd me in t wortf.. 
But may I not one moment with her speak, ' ' 

And my poor heart disclose Jbeforf; it break ? 

jRtt*. You shall : for when' I told w^t joi> 4e%n*d|i ] 
She sweetly smil'd, and her feir head incijn^d; 
Titus ne'er from her had a look moie kipd. ' 



'i 
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Enter Bbrenice and Phgsnigb* 

She's here. 

Ber. At last from the rude joy I'm fwed 

Of those new friends, whom my new fortunes breed* 
The tedious form of their respect I shun. 
To find out him whose words and heart are one« 
Antiochus, for I'll no flatfry use, 
Since you neglect, I justly may accuse. 
How great your cares for Berenice have beeo^ 
£v'n all the Cast, and Rome itself has seen. 
In my worst fate I did your friendship find. 
But now I grow more great, you grow less kind. 

Ant, Now durst I hope, I would forget my smart; 
So well she understands to sooth my heart. 
But, madam, 'tis a truth by rumour spread. 
That Titus shall this night possess your bed. 

Ber. Sir, all my conflicts I'll to you reveal, 
Tho' half the fears I've had, I cannot tell; 
So much did Titus for his father mourn, 
I almost doubted love would ne'er return : 
He had not for me that assiduous heat. 
As when whole days, fix'd on my eyes, he sat: 
Grief in his eyes, cares on his brows did dwell ; 
Oft came and look'd; said nothing but farewell. 

Ant. But now his kindness he renews again. 

Ber, Oh I he will doubly recompense ray pain 
For that : if any faith may be allow*d 
Two thousand oaths, two thousand times renew'd ; 
Or any justice in the pow'rs divme, 
AntiochMis» be'U be for ever mine. 

Ant. How sh.e insults and triumphs in my ill I 
She has with long practice learnt to smile and kilL 
Oh, Berenice, eternally farewell. 

Ber. Farewell! good heav'nl what language do I 
liear ! 
Stay! I coqjure you, sir — by all that's dear. 
Antiochus, what is it I have done t 
Why don't you;^eak 1 

Ant. Madam, I must be gone. 



} 
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B€r. Hour cruelly you use me! I ioiplpre 
The reason — 

Ant. I must never see you more. 

Ber, For heav Vs sake tell, you wound me witli 
delay. 

Ant. At least remember, I your laws obey. 
Why should I here wretched and hopeless stay 1 
If the remembrance ben't extinguished quite 
Of that blest place, where first you saw the light ; 
Twas there, oh there began my endless smart. 
When those dear eyes prevail'd upon my heart ; 
Then Berenice too my vows approv'd. 
Till happy Titus came, and was belov'd. 
He did with triumph and with terror come. 
And in his iiands bore the revenge of Rome. 
Judea trembled, but 'twas I alone 
First felt his weight, and found myself undone. 

Ber. Hah ! 

Ant, You, too, then t' increase the pains I bore^ 
Con^nanded me to speak of love no more. 
So on your hand I swore at last f obey ; 
And for that taste of bliss gave all away.. 

Ber. Why do you study ways t' afflict iny mind 1 
You may believe, sir, I am not unkind. 
Alas, I'm sensible how well you've serv'd. 
And have been kinder much than I deserv'd. 

Ant. Why in this empire should I longer stay. 
My passion and it's weakness to betray t 
Others, tho' I retire, will bring their jovsy a 

To crown that happiness, which mine destroys. 

Ber.^ You triumph thus because your pow'r you know; 
Or if you did not, you'd not use me so. 
Tho' crown'd Rome's empress, I the throne ascend; 
What pleasure in my greatness can I find, 
When I shall want my best and truest friend 1 

Ant. I reach your purpose, you would have me there^ 
That you might see the worst of mv despair ; ^ 

I know it the ambition of your soul. 
Tis true, IVe been a fondobedient fool ; 



I 
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Tet came thistinie but to new-^freight my heart. 
And with wore love possest, than ever, part 

Ber. Tho' it could never enter in my mind. 
Since Caesar's fortunes must with mine be joia'd. 
That any mortal durst so hardy prove, 
Tiiivade his right, and talk to me of love; 
I hear th' unpleasing narrative of your's. 
And friendship, what my honour shuns, endures. 
Nay more ; your parting I with trouble hear. 
For you, next him, are to my soul most dear. 

Ant. In justice to my memory and fame, 
I fly from TRtus, that unlucky name: 
A name, which ev'ry moment you repeat. 
Whilst my poor heart lies bleedmg at your feet. 
Farewell, oh, be not at my ravings griev'd ; -v 

When of my death the news shall be received, v 

Remember why I died, and what I liv'd. — S 

[Eait Ant. 

Phcsn* I grieve fpr him : a love so true as thb, 
Deserv'd, methinks, more fortunate success. 
Are you not troubled, madam] 

Ber. Yes, I feel 

Something within me difficult to quell. 

Phcen. You should have staid him. 

Ber. Who, I stay him 1 no. 

From my remembrance rather let him go. 
His fancy does with wild distraction rove. 
Which thy raw ignorance interprets love. 

Phcsn. Titus his thoughts, yet to unfold, denies ; 
And Rome beholds you but with jealous eyes. 
It's rig'rous laws create my fears for you : 
Romans no foreign marriages allow ; 
To kingly pow'r still enemies they've been. 
Nor will, I fear, admit of you, a queen. 

Ber, PhcEuice, no; my time of fear is past; 
Me Titus loves, and thatincludes the rest. 
^The splendour of this night thou hast beheld ; 
Are not thy eyes with his bright grandeur fiU'd? 
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These eagks, teces^ nutKhiag tU m state* 
And crouds of kuip;8 that with their tributes jrsHt; 
Triumphs below, and blessuigs from above. 
Seem all at strife to grace this man. of love. 
Away, Phoenice, let's fi;o meet him straigfaty 
I can no longer for bis coming wait. 

My eager wishes drive nie wildly on ; 

Nor win be temper'd till my joy's began. IJEse&iad* 

SCENE 11/ 

Enter TiTVS, Paulinus, and Attendants. 

Tit. To th' Syrian king did you my message bear? 
And does he know that I expect him here ? 

Paul. Sir, in the queen's apartment, ht alone 
Was seen, but ere I there arriv'd, was gone. 

TtY. 'T!\% well,' Paulimis : for these ten days past 
i have to Berenice a stranger been ; 
But yon can tell me all — how does the queen 1^ 
Patd. She does what speaks how much she valuer 
you; ^ " 

tVhen you moum'd for your iather, she moum'd too. 
So just a sorrow in her iace was shown. 
It seem'd as if the loss had been her own. 

Ttt. Oh lovely fair one, little dost thou know 
How hard a trial thou must undergo. [Aside* 

Heav'n ! Oh my heart ! 

Paul. What ist your grief should raise , 

For her, whom almost all the East obeys 1 

Tit. Command, Paulinus, that all these retreat ; 

[Paulinus moves his hand, and the rest go eut^ 
Rome of my purpose is uncertain yet; 
Expects to know the fortune of the queen : 
Their raurm'ringd I have heard, and troubles seen. 
The business of our love is the discourse 
And expectation of the universe. 
And by the face of my afiairs, I iind, 
'Tis time thaft I resolve and fix my mind^ 
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IWll ti^, PflntmaB^ jostly^ Hid be fwe. 
What says the world of Berenice and me? 

Paul. In ev'rjr heart yonadnijration raise t 
All your high viitves, aid her beamty |Mraise. 

Tit. Alas! tfaou aaswer'st wide of my desite: 
Paulinus, be my friend, and come yet nigfaer. 
How do they of my sighs and vows appro^ ? 
Or what expect they from so true a loVe ? 

Paul. Love^ or not lore, sir, ail is in your pow'r; 
The court will second still the emperor. 

Jtt. Courtiers, Panriious^ seidoat are-sincepe ; 
To please their master they have too mnoh care. 
The court did Nero's horrid acts applaud^ 
To all his lusts «absGrib'd, and call'd him god« 
Th' idolatrous court shall never judge Ibr me : 
No, my Pautiaas, I tely on thee. 
What then must Berealce expect, declare ; 
Will Rome be gentle to her, or severe 1 
My happiness is fiac'd in lier alone. 
Now they k»ve rais'd me to th' imperial throne^ 
Where on my head continual cares must fall; 
Will they deny me what may sweeten all ? 

Paul. Her virtues they acknowledge, and desert; 
Proclaim indeed aho has a Roman heatt: 
But she's a cpieen, and that alone withstands 
All vfUch her beauty luid her worth demands. 
In Rome the law has long nnaher'd stood^ 
Never to min If s race with strangers' blood. 

Ttt. It is assign they are capricioas grown. 
When they daspise all virtues but their own. 

Paul. Julias, who first subdu'd her to his atms^ 
And quite had silenc'd laws widi war's alarms. 
Burning for Cleopatra's love, to fame 
More justified fkom her eyes, and liid his flame. 

Tit. But which way from my heart shall I remote 
So long establish'd and deep-rooted love ? 

Paul. The conflict will be difficult, I guess. 
But yon your rising sonrowa mii^ sujyiiess. 
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TU. Who cao a heart dnf^^ not liir own tootvorif 
Her presencie was the comfort of mj soul : 
After a thomand oaths cOBfirm'd m tears. 
By which I vow'd myself for ever her^s, 
I faop'd With ail my love, and all her charms. 
At last to have her m my longing arms. 
But now I can such rare perfections crown. 
And that my lovers more great than ever grown. 
When ui one hour a happy marriage may 
Of all ray five years' vows the trihute pay ; 
I go, Paulinus — ^how my heart does rise! 

Paul. Whither? 

Iff. -To part for ever frtmi her eyes. 

Tho' I required th' assistance of thy seal. 
To crush a passion that* s so hard to quell ; 
My heart had of if s doom resolved before : 
Yet Berenice does still dispate the war : 
The conquest of so great a flame must cost 
Ck>nflicts, in which my soul will oft be tost. 

PauL You in your birth for empire were designed. 
And to that purpose heav'n did frame vonr mind ; 
Fate in that day wise Providence did show. 
Fixing the destiny of Rome in you. 

TiU My youth rejoiced in love uid glorious wm^ 
But my remains of life must waite in cares. 
Rome my new conduct now observes ; ^ouM be 
Both ominous to her^ and mean in me. 
If in my dawn of pow'r, to clear the way * 

To happiness, I should her laws destroy : 
No, I've resolved on% love and all shall go;' 
Alas ! it must, since Rome wiil have it so. 
But how shall I poor Berenice prepare ? 

PauL You must resolve to go and visit herf 
Sooth, her sad . heart, and • on her patience win : 
Then by degrees-^ — 

Tit. — But how shall I begin ? 

Oh, my Paulinus, I have oft designed 
To speak my^ thoughts, but stUl they staid behind* 
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t hop^d, as she dbcem'd. Bvy troubled ifkast^ 
She might a little at.th««aii8tt have gveas'd: 
But nought suspectiog^ as I weeping Tay^ 
With her fair hand sfte'd >/^ipe the teats away» 
And in that mist never the loss.perceiv'd 
Of the sad heart she hid too much believ'd. 
But now a firmer constancy I take^ 
Either my heatt shall Vent it's grief, or break. 
I thought t' have met Antiochus, and here 
Ail I e'er lov'd, surrendered to his care. 
To-morrow he conducts her to the East, 
And now I go to sigh, and look my last. 

Paul. I ne'er expected less from that renown^ 
Which' all your actions- must with glory crown. 

TiL How lovely's glpTy, yet liow cruel too ! 
How much more fair and charmiing were she now*. 
If thro' eternal dangers to be won ! 
So I might still call Berenice my owtt. • 

In Nerd's courts where 1 was bred, my mind ' 
By that example to ail ilU inclin'd ; 
The loose wild paths of pleasures I pursu'd. 
Till Berenice first taught me to be good. 
She taught m^ irirtue; but, oh cursed Rome! 
The good I owe her, must her wrong become. 
For so much virtue, and renown so great; » 

For all the honour I did e^ttr get ; 
Her, for whose sakealone I fame pursu*d«. 
I must forego, to please the multitude ! . ' 

Paul. You (jantiot with ingratitude be charg'd. " 
You Jiave the Bouiids of Palestine enlarg'd. 
Ev'n to Euphrates her wide powV extends; 
So manykinfgdoms Berenice commands. 

Tit. Weak comforts far the griefs must on her dwellt 
I know fair Berenice, and know too weli^, 
To greatness she so little did incline. 
Her heart ask'd never any thing but inine.r ; 

Let's talk no noore of her^ Paulinus: 

Paul. : Why! 

Tit. The thought of her but shakes my constancy: 

VOL. I. N 
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Yet m my h^trt if doubts already rbc. 
What will it do when I behold her eyea? 

Enter RuTXLius. 

Rui. Sir, Berenice desires admittance here-r- 

Ttt. Paulinus— Oh! 

Paul. Can you already fear ? 
So soon are all your resolutions shook! 
Now, sir's the time [jEir, Rut^ 

Enter Bebenice, fhosnicb, and Attendants. 

Tit. I have no pow'r to leok. 

Ber. Sir, ben't displeas'd, that I thus far presunme: 
It is to pay my gratitude I come. 
Whilst all the court assembled in my view^ 
Admire the favour you on me bestow^ 
It were unjust should I remain alone 
Silent, as the' I had a sense of none. 
Your mourning's done, and you from griefs are free^ 
Are now your own^ and yet not visit me ! 
Your present of new diadems I wait. 
Oh ! give me more content and less of state : 
Give me a word, a sigh, a look at least. 
In those th' ambition of my soul is plac'd. 
Was your discourse of me when I arri/d 1 
Was I so happy, may it be believ'd ? 
Speak, tell me quick, is Berenice so blest 7 
Or was I present to your thoughts at least ? 

7tf. Doubt it not, madam : by the gods I 9weai% 
That Berenice is always in my heart: 
Nor time, nor absence can you thence remove: 
My heart's all your's, and you alone I love. . 

Ber. You vr>w your love perpetual and «vicene. 
But 'tis with a strange coldness that you swear* 
Why the just gods to witness did y^m ^all 1 
I don't pretend to doubt your faith at ali. 
In you i trust, would only from you live. 
And what you say, I ever must believe. 
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)lf. Madam i 

j&«r. Prdceedi Ala9» whence &ig 8iiifnrlE«f 

ITou seem cqtafii9*d, to tuvn away your ey^ir; 
Nothing but trouble in y^r ikoe I fitid : , 
Does still a father's death afflict your mmdl 

T^i. Oh ! did my faAter, good Vespasian^ live^ 
How happy should I be J 

Ber. Ah, cease to grieve I 

Your tears hate reiRereac'^ liis niem'ry now. 
Cares are to ftome and your own glory due. 
A father yott hmevt, a feeble gfief. 
Whilst for your absence I find no reliefs . 
But in your presence oikly take delist, 
I, who shall die^ if but debarr'ti your sight,' 

Tit, Madam, what is it that yoixr grieft dedare f 
What time d*you choos^^ for pit/s sake forbear : 
Your bounties my iagratitttde proclaim. 

Ber. You can do nothing tlrat deserves that name ; 
No« sir, you never can u B gratefn i prove. 
May be Fm fond, and tire you with my love. 

Tit. No, madam, no; my |ieart {since I must speak) 
Was ne'er more full of love, or half so like to break ! 
But 

Ber. What? 

Tit. Alas! 

J?er. Proceed. 

5Rf. The empife Kohie— 

Ber. Well. 

Tit. Oh, the dismal secret will not come — 

Away, Paulinus^ ere I'm quite undone. 
My speech forsakes me, and my heart's aH stone. 

[Exeunt Tit. and f ml 

Ber. So soon to leave me, stod in trouble toot 
Titusj how have I this descrv'd from yout 
What have I done, Phcenice? tell me, speaks 

Phten. Does nothing to your memory appear 
That might provoke him ?— 

Ber. By al! that's to me dear, 

N2 
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Since the first hour i saw his face, till DOW, 

Too much of love is all the guilt I know. 

This silence is too rude, and racks my brdut, • V 

^ In the uncertainty I cannot rest ; > 

He knows, Pboenice, all my moments past. j 

Perhaps, he's jealous of the Syrian kiog ; 

Tis that's the root whence all this change must spring. 

iHtus, this victory I shall not boast. 

I wish the gods would try me to the most; 

With a more potent rival tempt my heart,. 

One that would make me greater than thou art : 

Then, my dear Titus, should*st thou soon discern. 

How much for thee I all roankmd would acorn. 

Lef s go, Phcenice, with one gentle word 

He will be satisfied, and I restored : 
*' My injured truth by my complmnoe find, 
** And if he has a heart he must be kind.*' [Exem^. 



ACT 11. 

SCENE I. 

Enter TiTUS, Antiochus and Arsaces. 

Ttt. Antiochus! youVe done your friendship wro^g; 
In that you've kept this secret hid so long. 
What is't that your departure does incite. 
Which, not unjustly, I may call a flight? 
For tho' on the Imperial throne Vm placM, 
So highly seem with fortune's favour grac'd. 
As if she nothing further had to grant; 
1 more than ever do your friendship want. 

Ant, Sir, your great kindness I so well did know». 
I durst not stay, where I so much did owe. 
When first Judea heard your loud alarms, 
Y«tt made me your companion iu your arms. 
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Nay^ nearer to you did with friendship join. 
And lodged the seceets of your breast in mine* 
Yet alLthn goodness but augments my sin. 
For I have foise and most ungrateful been. 

Tit. I can't forget, that to your arms alone 
I owe the half of all I ever won : 
Witness those precious spoib you hither brought. 
Won from the Jews, when on my side you fought. 
To all those purchases I lay no claim ; 
Your heart and friendship ace my only aim. 

Ant. My heart! my friendship! heav'n how you 
mistake! 
On my deceit how weak a gloss you make ! 
When first you thought yourself of me possest. 
You took a very serpent to your breast. 

Tit. Antiochus, 1 find where thou art stung : 
Tell me th' ofiicious slave that does me wrong. 
Some base detractor has my honour stain'd. 
And in your easy heart a credit gain'd ; 
Abus'd, and told you Titus was unjust: 
But' I Will know the. treacherous fiend, I must, 
Tho' you unkindly from your friend would run. 
And own th' ii^ustice which you think Fve done. 

Ant. Qh Titus, if I durst but speak my heart-; 
But 'tis a secret hard from thence to part : 
^Tis not from you, it is from Rome I fiy, 
^blMtt's a disease in't I must shun, or die. 
Seek then no more whaf s dangerous to know. 
When most your friend, I shall appear your foe. 
' Tit. I either to your heart a stranger am, 
Or sure Antiochus is not the same : 
What else should make you not your mind declare 1 
What is't that you dare, say, I dare not hear ? 

Ant. If then, whatever I utter, you dare hear, 
Recenreithe fatal secret iu your ear. 
But arm vour heart with temper : well, His this. 

Tit. Go on. 

Ani. I love the oharmitig Bereoice. 
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nt. Hab! . ' 

Ant. YeSy nor was I halefal to her ^y^ 
Till you came on, and robb'd me oi the \ytUitp. 
When at your ariny's head yOu did appear. 
You sack'd Jerusalem and conquered her. 

Tit. A braver rival Fd not wish to find. 
Than him that dares be jusl-^ and tellrhis mud. 
So far's resentment irom my heart rieinOT^dy 
That Berenice is by my friend bebir'dy 
That I^ Antiochus^ the thing extol. 
For she was made to be ador'd by all : 
And happy he that shall possess her. 

Ant. True; 

But 'tis fit Booe sho^ be so blest save yatr; 
And Berenice for none could be designed. 
But him tfaafs the delight of all raankiad. 
^Tis for t^is cause to Syria I repmr: 
For wheu ypu're blest, no envy should be veafj* 

Tit. O my AiitiochHS, when thoa shedfc se^ 
How small's the happiness in store for me, , 

Thou need'st not ieav thy ensry ; let me hava 
Thy pity and thy aid, 'tis that I cnuve. 
My best and triiesi friend^ you must be so, j 

^or thare's none fit for't m the world but yoat 
None but a king,- my mnl, and my friend. 
Is fit to speak the torments of my mind* 
In my behalf you Berenice niisl see.. 

Ant. Is thai aa office, Titusy fit for me % 
Is^t not eniAjgh her croeltieis I b^af , 
But you must too solicit nvy desfiairl 
I swore for ever from her to Aepart, 
Alas I and dare not trust again my heait« 
Your passion by another may be sfaowo^ 
I have emough^to do to ride my own. 

Tit. He that so welfr bis «wn mis^taBes bcacs^ 
Can besi; iustniiat her how ti> temfKf bei^s« 
Nay, my Antiochus, you must not start;. 1 

I know by mkie, your news wiU shake her hearty . > 
^or 1 must too for ever from her part. i 
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Ant. YoiTfiart? 

Tit. Yes! emX iicieessity ! ^i\% true. 

She that both conquered me and fettei^d you. 
In whom alone I summM up sA delight^ 
Must be for ei^i'bamsh'd from my sight. 

Ant. It eannot be: no slave tfiat wears her chains. 
Upon so easy terms his freedom gains. 

Tit. Lord of- the worid, my empire wide does flow, 
r can Riak^ fcings* and caQ depose them too : 
The stubbom'st hearts must to my pow'r bow down. 
And yet I am not master of my own. 
Borne, that to kings so long a foe has been. 
Will not admit my marriage with the quten. 
If Berenice to-morrow be not gone. 
The multitude will to her palace run ; 
And, from their rude, outrageous tongues, she'U hear 
The news I dread to tell, and you to bear. 

Ant. Now if my heart was to revenge allied. 
How might I tiinmpli in her falling pride! 
To see her cruelties to me repaid. 
And with them all her tortur'd soul upbraid. 
But, Titus, I'm more just; and rather mov'd. 
That cv'n, sir, you dare wrong the thing I've lov'd. 

lit. When I th' Imperial power did first assume, 
I firmly swore t' uphold the rights of Rome. 
Should I to follow love from glory fly. 
Forsake my throne ; in ev'ry vassal's eye. 
How mean and despicable must I prove ! 
An emperor led about the world With love! 
N<y, prince, the &tal stoiy you must tell. 
And bid from me poor Berenice farewell. 
But if the hopes of reigning in my heart 
May any ease to her sad mind impart. 
Swear, friend, by all that to my soul is dear. 
Entire I will preserve her ever there. 
Mourning at court, and more exird than she. 
My re%n but a long banishment shall be 
From all thofe joys that wait on pomp iiad poW'r. 
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To-morrow she her journey hence must.tidie^' . 

And so I all that .e'er 1 loii'd» £w^«iLet 

Her to your care and conduct I ccvoanwyad; .< . 

For tho' my rivalji as a kiqg and jEriend, 

The dearest treasure I dare with yoi^ trimt .... 

Ant. Six, do not ien^pt jne^ h^ij |»ra\« »ivu$t: 
Her charms that made me juy ciwn fame for^o. 
Will be too sypt to majie me false U> yoo. 

Tit. No more; I )uu>w tbee« Jiave Ijiy honour 
tried. 
Firm still in dangers^ faund thee by my.Mde* 
Thou knew'st my love, iv^iilst thine i^as yet conceal'd^ 
When all thy hopes by juy success were quf^U'd : 
£v'n at that time thou didst no falshood show. 
And wilt not wrong pi^e on advantage no.w. 

[EaU THus. 

Ant, No, rU not see her, neither dar« I, go: 
Too soon from others her liard lot sjbell.knaw^' \ 
Dost thou not think her fate's .eupqgh %eyerf^ 
Unless that I th' unwelcome niessa^ b^r 1 
I, who her hat^ .enough have ^It Wbn^ 
And need no^ se.ek new way9 to purcha^ mor^. 

ArSf See, sl^e appro£|c)ie& ; now the /coward play. 
And, when you might )iavie. c^^^fji, fMQ Hway. . 

Enter Ber^jstice (vj^d Phc^kic?, , 

Ant. Ohhcav'n! \ ' 

Ber. My lord, I see vou are no^^gone; 

perhaps 'tis me alone that you would §hun.. 

Ant, You come not here Antiochifs to 6^^ . 
The visit to another was designed. 
Caesar: and 'tis on him the blame n^ust light. 
If now my presence here offend yaui: sigjit. 
They're his Commands are guilty of the sin; 
It may be else I had at Ostia be^n. 

Ber. His friends are always with his pre^eufcc^mc'/^ 
'l^s 1 alon^ that cannot be so blest. 
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AnL Too much has prejudice upon you gain'd: 
'JVas for your sake akne I was dt^aiu'd. 

Ber, For mine? «way. 

Ant. Tyrannic Mr^ His true. 

He kept me here only to talk of yoa. 

Ber. Of me, my lord! forbear this courtly art. 
You're brave, and should not mock an easy heart. 
In my distress what (Measure could j^u see ? 
Alas ! or what could Titus say of me ? 

AnL Better a thousand times than I can tell. 
So firm a passion in his heart does dwell. 
When you are nam'd, he's fi^oni himself transformed^ 
And ev^ry way betmys how much he's charm'd. 
Love in his face does like a tyrant rise. 
And majesty's no longer in iiis eyes. 
But there are things behind, I dare not speak : 
For at the news your tender heart would break. 

Bfir. How, sir! 

^nf. Fire night the truth of what Fve said you'll 
know, 
And ihjsOf I doubt not, justify me too. 
Farewell. 

Ber, Ok heav'n ! what can this language mean? 
You see b^lbie your eyes a wretched queep. 
.Sir, of my quiet if you have such care. 
Or if myself your eyes held ever dear. 
Dispel this mist of trouble from my soul. 

Ant, r^. — Madam, yourself excuse. 

For your own sake it is that I refuse. 

Twill not be long before the doubf s remov'd. 

Ber. You told me once, Autiochus, you lov'd; 
But sure 'twas only that you might betray ; 
Or else you more would fear to disobey. 

Ant. I disobey you ! ask my life, and try 
How .gloriously I for your sake can die. 
It would by far be the mo^ welcome fate. 
Than now to speak, and ever gain your hate. 

Ber. No, sir, you never shall my hatred find; 
^Th ^y de^tt, aiul you must be so. kind. 
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Willyoul 

Ant. HeaVn ! this constraint is worw than deatliv 
You drive^ and will not give me time to breatlie. 
Ob, madam ! put me to no further pain. 

Ber. Must I then ever beg, and beg in vain ? 
Henceforward, prince, either the truth relate. 
Or be assured for ever of my hate. 

Ant My heart was always yoor's, and » so still ; 
For ever must depend upon yo«r will. 
I wish another way your pow'r you'd tried ; 
But you're resolv'd, and must be satisfied ; 
Yet flatter not yourself, I shall declare 
Those horrors which perhaps you dare not hear. 
You cannot but believe I know your heart ; 
Look then to feel me strike it's tend'rest part, 
Titus has told me — 

Ber. What f fear no surprise. 

Ant. That he must part for ever from your eyes. 

Ber. We part! Can things another nature take? 
Or Titus ever Berenice forsake I 

Ant. Perhaps 'tis strange that I should tell yon so ; 
But you shall find Til do him justice too. 
Whatever in a heart, both kind and great, 
Love with despair most dreadful could create, 
I sawiu his: he weeps, laments, and more 
Than ever does fair Berenice adore. 
But what avails it that such love Ik sho^sl 
A queen suspected to Rome's emfHre grows. 
And Titus cannot with her laws dispense, 
For therefore 'tis you must be baniiifa'd IWAde. 

Ber,. What do I hear, alas, Phoenite ! 

Ant. Nay, 

To-morrow is yonr last and utmost^ day : 
In bearing this the courage well yo«'lt prove 
Of that great haughty soul, which- seorii'd my lovtt. 

Ber. Will Tilus lern^e his Berenitte fortom ? 
He who so many oolhs so oft hath sworn I 
I'll uot,belitve't; his love and faith's mort strong : 
I'm sure he's guihlesB, and ^ do him wrong. 
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This is a snajre to disunite us laid : 
Titus, thou lov'st me, doit not wish me dead. 
No, straight Fll see him, and secure all fear. 
Let's go. 

jint. Too well you may behold him here-^ 

Ber. Too ^isrell yeit wish il« to peisipade it. No* 
lu this your base, degen'rate soul you show ; . 
When you no other stratagem could find 
Tabuse my heart, you would betray your friend. 
Howe'er he prove, know I your sight abhor. 
And from this minute never see me more. 
' Ant. Oh Berenice ! remorseless, cruel fair ! 
Bom only for my torment and despair. 
Was it for this so faithfully I serv'd ? 
Is this the recompense I have deserv'd ? 
T, who for you did all ambitijcm wave. 
And left a kingdom to become your islave j 
Curse on my iate ! 

Ber. If e'er my heart you priz'd. 

You never had this cruelty devis'd ; 
Never, to work my torment, been thus bold. 
And so triumphantly the story told. 
Away, Phienice; no more Til hear him speak, 

[Eaeunt Ber. and Phoen^ 

Ant. Now, ray Arsaces, would my heart but break; 
But yet I hope in part I've freedom won. 
And what love would not, by her hate sh'as done* 
The paui I lately eiidur'd thou hast beheld; 
i left her all enamour'il, jealous, wild: 
But now perfomung this ignoble part. 
Perhaps, I'll ever banish l^r my heart. 
She left me cruelly, and let. her go ; 
My honour and repose command it too : 
For ever to my eyes a stranger be. 
Till I have learnt tfi seoru as w^U> as sbe» [Exeunt, 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

Enter Bbrbn.icb in duordar. 

Ber. I of my wrong too well am satisfied : 
To see the perjur'd Titus twice I tried ; 
Twice for admittance to him begg'd in vaiu. 
Nor is Phoenice yet retura'd again. 
Phoenice has no answer to bring back ; 
Ungrateful Titus will not hear her speak : 
But hides himself, and from my fury flies. 
Nor will have sense, tho* Berenice dies. 

Enter Ph(ENICE. 

Phoenice, well, my Titus hast thou seen ? 
What ? will he come and make me live again? 

Phesn. Madam, the emp'ror I alone did find ; 
And saw in his the trouble of your mind ; 
I saw the tears he would have hid, run down. 

Ber. But was he not asham'd they should be shown T 
Looked he not as be thought bis love, disgrace 1 
And was not all the emp'ror in bis face ? 

Phten, Doubt it not, madam, be will soon be here r 
But wherefore will you this disorder wear? 
Your ruffied dress let me in order place. 
And these dishevelFd locks that hide yoiir face. 

Ber. Forbear, Phoenice, let it all alone: 
No, he shall see the triumph he has won ; 
How vain those foolish ornaments must prove, ^ 

If neither faith, nor tears, uor means can move ? 

Enter Antiochus and Arsaces. 

Oh my unruly sorrows? Ob, my fears! 
Who's here? 
Ant> Arsaces, Berenice in tears { 
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Ber. Afilidchusl PfacNiice, liel^saway; 
To let bim see mj torments 111 not stay. 

[Elxeunt fkr. and Phcen. 

Ant. Now wbither^s all my resolution gone I 
Arsaces, who con Id see't and be hi^ own I 
I said I'd never see her face again : 
But come and find my boastings all were Tain ; 
Seeing ber sufferings, all her scorn forget. 
And lose at once my vengeance and my hate, 
Wretched Antiochus ! with how much care 
And labour my own mischiefs I prepare ! 
How poorly all my uijuries have borne ! 
Hopeless, undone, and to myself a scorn. 
Leave nie alone unhappy as I am; 
1 would not have a witness of my shame. 

Enter Tim ^, attended. 

Tit, 'Twas cruel not to see her: O my heart! 

And now I go to see her, but to part. 

Rutilius, fly, and sooth the queen's despair, 

And for our meeting Berenice prepare. 

Ant. What have you done, sir? Berenice will die; 

I saw her hence, with hair disheveird, fly. 

Tis only you her fury can surcease ; 

When^^er you're nam'd, she's instantly at peace. 
Her eyes still bent to your apartment were. 

And ev'ry moment seem'd to wish you near. 
Tit. Antiochus, assist me what to do ; 

I'm not prepar'd for the sad interview ; 
I have not yet consulted well my heart. 
And doubt it is not strong enough to part. 
Since first I took possession of the throne^ 
What is it for my honour I have done ] 
My love and folly only Fve diselos'd. 
And nothing but my weaknesses exposed, 
the golden days, where are they to be founds 
So much expected when this head was crown'd 1 
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Whose tears fastve I dmd up I or in what fae« 
Can I the fruits of any good act trace*! 
Know I what years faeav'n has for me decreed? 
And of those few^ how few are to succeed? 
And yet how many have I spent in waste ! 
But now to honour I'll neke fveater baste : 
Alas! 'tis but one Mow, and all is past. 

Enter Berskice, presamg Jrmn Rutiluus -and 
Paulimus. 

Ber, Let me alone, your coa^nsels all are weak ; 
See him I must, he's here, and I will speak. 
Has Titus then forsook me ? is it true ? 
Must we too part 1 doe« he command it too 1 

Tff. O! stop the deluge which so fiercely flows: 
This is no time t' allay each other's woea: 
Enough i feel my own afflictions' smart. 
And need not those dear tears to damp my heart. 
But if we neither can our griefs command. 
Yet with such honour let them be sustain'd^ 
As the whole world to hear it told sball ^mart ; 
For^ .deareat fiorenic^, we must part. 
And now I would not a dispute maintaaiv 
Whether I lov'd, but whedier i must reigo. 

Ber. Reign (cruel) then, and satisfy your pride> 
And for your cruelties be deified. 
I'll ne'er dispute it farther. I but staid 
Till Titus, who so many vows bad made 
Of such a love as nothing could impair. 
Should come himself, and tell how false tliey were. 
Now 1 believe't, enough I've heard you tell,^ 
And I am gon^ -^eternally farewell! 

* The Pythagorean precept was regularly obcierved by TituK 
Suetonius says, *' Atque etiam recordatus quondam su^er coenam^. 
quod nihil cuiquam.- toto die prafstitisset, memorabilem illamv 
nieritoque lattdatam, vocem edidit : Amifi, dim pcrdidi** 

VOa TjV. Vesp, 
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Eternally — ^Ab, sir, oooaidtr now 
How harsh that word is» umI liow dread Atl too. 
Consider, oh I the miseiies they bear. 
That are for ever robb'd of all that's dear ; 
From this sad moment never more to meet : 
Is it for day to dawn, and day to set, < 
In whiph I must not find my hopes still youDg, 
Nor yet once see my Titus all day long 1 
Heav'ns! how I wildly rave-^to Jose my pain* 
On him ungrateful, that my tears disdains! 
Of all those days of absence I shall count. 
With him the number will to nothing mount. 

lit. Doubt it not, madam, there wHl be no need 
To count the days that shall your loss succeed : 
I hope ere long that you will hear from fame. 
How very wretched and how just I am. 
My heart bleeds now, I feel the drops run down ; 
Nor can it be long dying when you're gone. 

Ber. Ah why, sir, must we part, if this be true ? 
My claims to marriage Til no more renew. 
Will Rome accept ot nothing but my death ? 
Or why d'ye envy me the air you 4>reathe ? 

Ti^ Madam, you are too powerful ev'ry way: 
Shall I withstand it? no, for ever «tay. 
Then I from Uiss must always be debarred. 
And cm my heart for ever keep a guard : 
With fears thro' all my course of glory move. 
Lest, ere aware, I lose myself, and love. 
£v'n now my heart is from my bosom strayed. 
And all it's swellings on a sudden laid ; 
Bent thus to you by all love's softest powr'rs. 
And only this remembefs, tliat 'tis your*s. 

Ber. O Titus, whilst this charmiiig tale yeu i^l, 
D'ye see the Romans ready to rebel ? 

T\t, How they will look on the itfront, who knows 1 
If once they murmur and then fall to blows. 
Must I in battle justify my cause ? 
Or if tliey should submit and sell their laws. 
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How must I be expos'd another day ! 
And for their patience too how largely pay! 
With grievances and wild demands still curst. 
Shall I dare plead the laws^ that break tfaeni first f 

Ber, How much you are an emp'ror now I find i 
Tis plain in your unsteady, anxious mind. 
You weigh your people's rights to your own fears. 
But never value Berenice's tears* 

Tit, Not Value them ! why are you so unjust 1 
Now, by the honour of my father's dust. 
By heav'n and all tlie gods that govern there. 
If any thing to me be half so dear. 
May I be as a slave, deposed and serve. 
Or else forlorn in some wild desert starve. 
Till Vm as wretched as my ills deserve. 

Ba\ Laws you may change ; why will yott for their 
sake 
Into your breast eternal sorrows take ? 
Rome ba» her privileges ; have not you 
Your interests, your rights as sacred too ? 
I^ay, speak. 

Ttt. Alas! how do you rend my breaat i 
I know indeed I never can have rest ; 
And yet the laws pf Rome t cannot cfaai^; 
Do, break my heart, and take your full revenge. 

Ber. How weak a guard does now yowr 
keep! 
You are an emperor, and yetyeu weep? 

7tf . I grtot it. I am senuble I do, 
I weep, alas! I sigh> and tremble too. 
For when to empire first I did attain,. 
Rome made me swear I would. her r^ta maintaki. 
I did, and must perform what I then vow'd ; 
Others before me to the yoke have hwt'd : 
Atid 'tis their honour: yet in leaving you. 
All their austerest laws I shall outdo : 
And an example leave so brave and great» 
As none shall ever after imhate* 
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Ber, To your barbailty there's notliing haid:* * 
60 ouy and infamy be your reward. 
Long since my fears your falsfaood had displs^d ; 
Nor would I at your suit have longer stayed. 
Would I the base indignities have boriie 
Of a rude people, jpublic hate and scorn ? 
No, to this breach I would have spurred you oti^ . 
And I am pleas'd it is already done. . 
No longer shall the fear of me prevail ; 
Alas! you must not think to hear .me rail; 
Or heav'n invoke, it's vengeance to prepare t 
No, for if heav*!! vouchsafe to hear my pray'r, 
1 beg no memory may there remaki. 
Of either your injustice, or my pain. [Ktteets* 

But the sad Berenice, before she dies. 
Is sure to have revenge, if you have eyes. 
Nor, Titus, need I go to find it far. 
No fnrtlier than that heart, I bave it there. 

[Points to ki$ breast. 
Within yourself shall rise your dreadfuil'st foe ;' 
My past integrities, my torments now, 
Which you, ungrateful, perjur'd man^ have bred. 
My blood, which in your palace I sliall shed. 
Sufficient terrors to your soul shall give. 
And 'JdsitQ them that my revenge 111 leave. 

[Exit furteusigi, 

PexA, Thus, sir, at last tlie conquest you have won : 
The queeu you see's contented to be gone. 

Tit. Curse on thy Roman rudeness, that canst see 
Such tears unmov'd, and mock such misery! 
Oh ! I am lost, and ^tift in vain to strive ; 
If Berenice dies, I cannot live. 
Fly and prevent that fate to which ^e's gone ; 
Bid her but tive^ tell her tlie wodd's her own. 

\Exit Rut. 

Paul. Sir, if I might advbe, you should not send. 
Rather command her women to attend ; 
They better can her melancholy cheer \ 
The worst is past, and now 'tis mean to feav* 

VOL. I. o 
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I saw your melting pity when she wept^ 

And my rough heart but very hardly 'scap'd. 

Yet look a little farther, and you'll find 

That, spite of all, your fortune yet b kind. 

What triumph:^ the whole world prepares you'll see. 

And then hereafter think how great you'll be. 

Jtt. Who for barbarity would be ador'd? 
I liate myself. Nero, so much abhorr'd. 
That bloody tyrant, whom I blush to name. 
Was never half so cruel as I am. 
No, ril pursue the queen, she loves me still. 
Will pardon me when at her feet I kneel : 
Let s go, and let proud Rome say what it will. 

Paul. How, SU-? 

Tit, By heav'n I know not what I say : 

Excess of sorrow drives my mind astray. 

Paul. O follow where your full renown does lead. 
Your last adieu's report abroad has spread. 
Rome that did moum« does now new triumphs frame. 
The temples fume with off'rings to your name. 
The people wild in the applause youVe won. 
With laurel wreaths to crown your statues run. 

Tit. By that their savage natures they betray. 
For so wild beasts roar o'er their murder'd prey. 
Who would have sense the sweets of pow'r to prize ? 
Since most in danger when we highest rise: 
For who by greatness e'er did happy growl 
None but the heavy slave is truly so. 
Who travels ail his life in one dull road. 
And, drudging on in quiet, loves his load; 
Seeking no farther than the need» of Hfe, 
Knows what's his own, and no exempt from stri: 
And cherishes his homely, careful wife. 
Lives by the clod, and thinks of nothing higher ; 
Has all, because he cannot much deiiire. 
Had I been born so low, I had been blest. 
Of what 1 love, without controul, possest ! 
Never had honour or ambition known. 
Nor ever t^begreat had been undone. [Skimis toHkik. 



ife. I 
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Paul, 'the ttihnnt^, iit, iaiid s«ftate wllb their state, 
r th' name of all the empire for you wait ; 
They're followed too by an impatient throng. 
Who seem to murmur you delay so long. 

Tit. Toil me no more, disperse that clamorous rout ; 
Tell them they shall »o more have cause to doubt : 
Hie queen's departure theyll to-morrow see. 
And me as wretched as they'd hare me be. 
Take this, Panlinus; l>ear it to the que«n; 

[Writea^an a tablet. 
For should we meet, I most relapse again; 
I've bid her herecternaHy adieu: 
Stay while she reads It, and her troubles view^ 
And bring me faithful word, as thou art true. 
Hold ! oh my heart ! yet go, it must be done. 
For whaf s necessity, we cannot sliun. 
Would I had never known what 'tis to live> 
Or a new being to myself could give: 
Some monstrous and nnheard-of shape now find. 
As savage and as barb'Tous^ as my mkid. 
Atitiocbus! 

Ef^ter AntioceOtS, Attendants and Ar8A€S9. 

Ant. My last adieu to pay 

I come, s»id dare in Rome no longer stay* 
My griefs and my affltctic^ns grow so high. 
If not by absenee sAacken'd, I must die. 

Ttt. What reason have the happy to repine? 
Now Berenice for ever will be thkae. 
With all her charms receive her to thy breast. 
And be of all I everlov'd possest« 

Ant. It is beneath you, sir, to mock niy pain : 
I ever kneel to Berenice again ! 
No, should I ttay to see you when you part, 
Tho' I am sure the sight would break my l^art. 
Yet she, as still my pray'rs have been denied, y 

Tho' I but begg'd one blessing ere I died, > 

Bv'n then with sconi would throw tne fronpt ber side* ^ 
02 
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. Tit. O heav'a! she's ent-ring, from her cfaamis lefs 

fly. 
Meet and prevent her [Exit Titus. 

Enter Berenice, S^c. 

Ber. How he hastes away I 

Ungrateful ! dearest, perjur'd Titus, stay. [Kneeh: 

Afflictions catch him, great as those I hear ! 
My lord, at last I have received ray doom : 
'TIS seal'd : hut ere I part from you and Rome, 
I ask, and I your pardon would receive : 
Can you the wrongs which I have done forgive? 

Ant. I never any injuries did find : 
No, Berenice has always been too kind. 
With one soft word, how suddenly Fm lost. 
And have no sense of my disgraces past! 
But must I then for ever lose you sol 
I am no Roman, nor was e'er your foe. 
No, rather here continue and be great, 
Whibt I lie ever hopeless at your feet. 

Ber, Should I stay here, aud my wrongs tamely bear 
For him that shuns, and flies me ev'ry where? 
I have a nobler mind, and you shall see 
I can disdain and scorn as much as he: 
For tho' 'tis true, I never can be your's. 
Both Rome aud him my heart this hour abjures. 

Ant. To banish him your heart, whilst you prepare. 
What will you do with all the Uve thaf s there ? 
There's no one mortal can deserve it all, 
Aud sure a little to my share might fall. 

Ber. Oh, of that killing subject talk no more; 
I would have lov'd you, if I could, before. 
Love for another struck me with his dart. 
And 'tis ni»t ni my power to force my heart. 

Ant. Wlien first my passion was disdam'd for him. 
You kept nie yet alive with your esteem. 
But now at la^t his breach of faith you see, 1 

And bear it uobi^ too: how can you be > 

Tyounelf so just, and yet so hard to me ? J 
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J9er. Whiitcniel storms and fierce assaults ydaiiiake^ 
To batter down a heart yon cannot take. 
Till you have broke it ! will you not give o'er 1 
No, rather let me go, and hear no more. 

, Ami, O stay, since of the vict'ry you're secnre; ' 
Pity the pains and anguish I endure. 
In wounds, .which you, and none but you,' can cure. 

liOok back, whilst at your feet myself I cast. 
And think tlie sigh thaf s coming is my last. 
My heart it's sad, eternal farewell takes; 
Be but so kind to see me when it breaks. 

Ser. Rise, rise, my lord. The emperor's retum'd. 
Conduct me hence, let me no more be scorn'd. 

Enter Titus. 

71^. How am I lost! resolve on what I will. 
Spite of myself, I wander tbb way still. 
Why would you, Berenice, my presence shun? 

JBer. No! I'll hear nothing, I've resolv'don flight. 
And will be gone. Why come you in my sight 1 
Why come you thust'exasp'rate my despair? 
Are you not yet content] I know you are. 

TU. If ever yet my hes^ was dear to your's. 
By all our piloted vows» those softest hours^ 
In which for ever to be true I swore, 
I bc^ that you'd afford me yet one more. 

Ber. I till to-morrow had your leave to stay: 
But my resolves are to be gpne to-day : 
And I dq«rt. 

lU. No joumty must you take. 

Would you poor Titus in his griefs forsake? 
No! stay— 

JBer. I stay !. un^t^fiil as you are; 

For what? a people's rude affronts to bear; 
That with the sound of my mbfortunes rend 
The clouds, and shouts to heaven in vollies send ?' 
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Dommot (heir cruel joy ];el retisb youri^nu 
Whilst I aloDe toiMeol myself in lean) 
By what offience ^ crime are they thus mov'd.} 
Alas ! what have I dione» bat too imich ie? 'd 1 

7?f . lyyou miod the voice of an outrafwus* tfawMig 1 
I ever thought your oontftaiiey juore stvougp: ^ 
Never believ'd your bitaak m Mreak could bt,, 
Wh<Me pow'rful charms had captivated me. 

Ber, All, that I BOidbtnuattondQeBctaMbe: 
These rich apiitnieats, and this poHpowi sttttc^ : 
These places where I spent my hippies]: hours. 
And plighted all my voiirs» ftUe maop to jMmr's; 
Ally' as most vile ifapostors, I detest* 
How strangety^ Tifns, niighl; we have been UttsiS 

TiL This art to torture souls where did you learnt 
Or was it in your nature with yon born ] 
Oh Berenice ! how you destroy me ! ^ 

lAtimdami9 krimg « 4^kmr. 

Ber. No, 

Return, aiid to your famous sanale go, . 
That for your cruelties^applaud yo» so. 
Have you not .honour to your foil deli^ } 
Have you not promised to lorget me quite) 
What more in expiatba can you dot 
Have you not ever sworn to hate me toe ? 

Tit. Can you do any thing to make me bata t 
Or can I ever Bereabe forget? 
This hard suspiciM was unjustly urg'd 
'Gainst a poor heart, too much b<^bw surcharged. • 
Oh, madam! knoW me brtt^, and Ncail 
The wrong; since first I at your feet did fail» 
Count all the single day6 end iionijrtei past, 
Wherem my vows and my deares 1 prest ; 
And, at this time, your greatest conquest know ; 
For you were never so belched as now : 
Nor ever — — — 

Ber. ' St^ll your love youVi biffe me owOy 
Yet you ^onrsdf eoitemnd ne to be goUe. 
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Is my despair so charming to your view ? . 
D'vou think the tears I shed are all too few) 
Oi sueh a heart a vain return you make: 
No, never call those dear ideas back; 
But suffer me in this belief to re^» 
That secretly, long since, exil'd your breas^ 
I only from a faithless wretch depart. 
And one that never lays the loss to heart* 
If you had'lov'd me, this had ne'er been sent: 
Here you've commanded me to banishment 

[Opens the tabhia^ 
lYhat wond'rous love you bear me this doth show: 
Head, read, ungrateful ! read, and let me go. 

iGhfea him the tabUU. 

Tit. You shall not go« I have not giv'n consent, 
Nor will I ever to your banishment : 
Your cruel resolution I descry. 
To be revenged, of me, you seek to die« 
And then of all I love, except the pain. 
Nought but the sad remembrance will remain. 
Antiochus ! be thou a witness here 

[Ber. sinks dmon on a chair. 
i}i all my misery and my despair. 

Ant. Despaif^ a theme I o^ly understand: 
You, if you will, your wishes may command* 
. Such beauty ready for possession see. 
And leave that ugly hag, despair^ to me« 

JU. Behold those eyes, how dull and dark Aey 
grow! 
Madam, when at your feet I fall thus Jow, [KmsU.^ 
Vottcfasafe my sad afflictions to believe, 
Alas r 'tis all the ease Fm like to have* 
When first the dreadful nuaute I beheld^ 
That by mv duty and the laws compeli'dy 
I found it foic'd that you must faaaoe d^r^ 
Tho' nothing «'er can banish you my heart : 
Twas then my soul had first a sense of fears^ 
Foreseemg ji«nf vq^ioacfaea mA youiR tean^ 
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I then expected, madam, atl the weight 
Of woes that can on worse misfortunes light. 
But whatsoever^ears oppress'd my heart, 
I find I but foresaw the lesser part. 
I thought my virtue not so apt to bow ; 
And am asham'd 'tis thus entangled now. 

Ber, Let me alone, and vex my soul no more ; 
You of your virtue talk'd enough before : 
Urge it not still to aggravate my shame. 
When crown'd with conquest from the wars you came 
I know you brought me but to fill your state ; 
For else the triumph had not been complete. ' 

Tit. Sinfee yon have then resolv'd, it shall be soc 
And judge by this if you're belov'd, or no. 
No longer torments on my soul shall prey,' 
Since you to freedom see so brave a way : 
A way by more than one great Roman shown, / 
Who, when their miseries had prest them down, 
Propt from, within, shook off with life the weight; 

[Offers to stab MfMelf. 
And thus fell nobly grappling with* their fate. 
• Ber, O stay ! to wroi^g me more what way d'ye take? 
Would Titus die for Berenice's sake? 
I see the blow you cruelly prepare 
To wound that breast, where I, you say, have share. 
To hurt what's mine would be Unjustly done; 
No, rather strike this heart thaf s all your own. 
' Tlf. Best of thy sex, and dearest ! now i see 
How poor is empire when compar'd to thee. 
Hence, ye perplexing cares, that clog a brain! - 
Whilst struck with ecstasy, I here M down. [Knteb. 
Thus, at your feet, a happy prostrate laid, 
I'm nmch more blest than if the world I sway'd. 

Ber. Now the blest Berenice enough has seen : 
I thought your love had quite exthigmsh'd been ; 
But 'twas iny error; for you still are true. 
Your heart is troubled, and your tears I view. 
Ev'n my worst suff'iiogs much o'er-paid Vm^^ 
^or shall th' uiriiappy world be curst for me. 
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Notfaiog, since first 'twas yoor's, my love would shake. 
So absolute a conquest did you make : 
But now rU bring it to the utmost test. 
And with one fun'rai act crown all the rest. 

Tit. Hah! tell me, Berenice, what will you do] 

Ber, Far from your sight and Rome for ever go: 
I have resolv'd on't, and it shall be so. 

Tit. Antiochus! Tmborn to be undone; 1 

When I the greatest conquest thought t' have won, > 
Ev'n in my noblest race I am out-run. 3 

But thou wert always gen'rous, always kind : 
Your eularg'd kingdom shall to her's be join'd. 
And now how much you are my faithful friend. 
In bemg so to her, you'll best express. 

[Falling on his neck. 
Never forsake her in her sad distress. 
Where'er she goes, for ever with her be ; 
And sometimes in my absence sigh for me. 

Ant. Arsaces ! on thy bosom let me lie. 
Whilst I but take one last dear look, and die, 

Ber. No, live, and by a gen'rous strife out-do 
Us both, and of yourself be conqueror too. 
Farewell. 

Let us all three a rare eiample prove. 
Of a most tender, tho'. unhappy, love. 
Thus, sir, your peace and empire I restore : 
Farewell, and reign ; 111 never see you more. 

[ExH Ben 

Ant. Oheav'n! 

TU. She's gone, and all I valued lost : 

Now, friend» let Rome of her great emp'ror boast 
Since they themselves first taught me cruelty, 
111 try how much a ^lant I can be. 
Henceforth all thoughts of pity I'll disown. 
And with my arms the universe o'er-run. 
Robb'd of my love, thro' ruins purchase fiune. 
And make the world as wretched asl am. 

[Exeuni mnnes. 
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Lts Faurberies de Scapin is one of those light 
pieces of Moiiere^ designed by him to gratify the i;ade. 
and inferior class of his audiences, and whiol), in the 
opinion of many « add little to his reputation*. He has 
borrowed part, both of the plot and dialogue, from Te- 
rence's Pharmio, which, in it's turn, is an avowed tran* 
script from the Greek f: so that the plagiarism, if 
such it can be termed, has already passed through se- 
veral hands. Otway, in bb farce, has so closely followed 
the French author, that the few instances of his depar- 
ture from the orighial are too unimportant to merit 
notice: indeed, the characters evidently betray their 
origin. A roguish, cheating valet, like Scapin, is strange 
and repugnant to our manners; and his knaveries are 
supported by tricks too gross and inartificial to please 
an English audience; which is, however, not remarkably 

* C'est par la que Moliere illustrant ses ecrits, 

Peut-etre de son art eut remport^ le priz ; 

8i moins ami du peuple en ses doctes peintures, 

n n*eut point fait souvent grimacer ses figures ; 

Qmtt€ pour le boufibn, Tagr^able et le fia, 

£t sans honte a Terence allie Tabarin. 

Bans se sac ridicule, oii Seapm s*enveloppe, 

Je ne reconnois piMlit I'auteur du Misanthrope. 

BoUeMt Art Pwt, ChMt d, 

t The ETi}i)c«^ojbifM$ of Apoilodonis, 
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serttpuloiis upon this head. Although the French pitC' 
tend to more delicacy in this particular, it may be 
doubted whether the piece was performed so often, or 
gave equal pleasure in the representation, in this coun- 
try, as in France. 

This farce* was exhibtted, in the manner of an after- 
pmce, with Titus and Berenice, in l677*» and was printed 
with that tragedy, in 4to. the same yean Two tnmsla- 
tions from works bearing the celebrated names of 
Racine and Moliere, by so popuhir a writer as Otway^ 
must have been no smaH dramatic curiosity. 

* Edwaid Ravtiiaeroft» a dramatic wiiter of inftriior talent, 
produced about the same time a comedy, which he borrowed, ia 
part, from the same source as Otway ; and ctunplains, in his Pro^ 
logVLtf of being anticipated by the latter. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

Enter Oct avian a«rf Shift. 

Oct, This is unhappy news ; I did not expect my fe- 
ther in two months^ and yet you say he is returned al« 
ready. 

Shift. Tis but too true* 

Oct. Tliat he arrived this morning 1 

Shift. This very morning, 

Oct. And that he is come with a resolution to marry 
me? 

Shift. Ye% sir, to marry you. 

Oct. I am ruined and undone ; pr'ythee advise m^. 

Shift. Advise you I 

Oct, Yes, advise ipp. Thou art as surly, as if thou 
really couldst do me no good. Speak : has necessity 
taught thee no wit 1 Hast thou no $shift ? 

Shift. Lord, sir, I api at present very busy in con- 
triving some trick to save myself; I am first prudent* 
md Iheu good-natured. ' . 

Oct. How will my father rage and storm, when be 
uaderstaiids what thiqgs have happened in his absence ! 
I dread bis anger and reproaches. 

Shift. Reproaches ! Woul4 I could be quit of hixn 
$Q easily ; methinks I feel hm already oi^ my slp^ui- 
4er8. 

VOL, I. p 
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Oct, Disiuberiting is the least I can expect. 

Shift, You should have thought of this before, and 
not have fallen in love with I know not whom, one that 
^ou met by chance in the Dover coadi : she is indeed 
a good smug lass, but God knows what she is besides; 
perhaps^ some — , 

Oct. Villain! 

Shift, I have done, sir, I have done. 

Oct. T have no friend that can appease my father's 
anger, and now 1 shall be betrayed to want and misery* 

Shift, For my part I know but one remedy in our 
mbfortunes. 

Oct, Pr'ythee, what is it? 

Shift. You know that rogue and arch-cheat, Scapin. 

Oct, Well; what of him? 

Shift. There is not a more subtle fellow breathing; 
so cunning, he can cheat one newly cheated; 'tis such a 
wheedling rogue, I'd undertake m two hours he shall 
make your father forgive you all; nay, allow you money 
for your necessary debauches: I saw him in three days 
make an old cautious lawyer turn chymist and projector. 

Oct. He is the fittest person in the world for my 
business: the impudent varlet can do any thing with 
the peevish old man. Pr'ythee go look him out, well 
set him a^work inmiediately. 

Shift. See where he comes — Monsieur Scapin! 

Enter ScAPiN. 

Scap. Worthy sir! 

Shift, t have been giving my master a brief aceount 
of thy most noble qualities: I told him thou wett as 
valiant as a ridden cuckold, sincere as whores, honest as 
pimps in want. 

Scap. Alas, sir, I but copy you : lis you are brave; 
you scorn the gibbets, halten, and prisons which threat^ 
en you, and valiantly proceed in cheats and robberies. 

Oct, Oh, Scapin! I am utterly ruined without thy 
assistance. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE tmEATS OF SCAP^tN* 211 

5cip. Why, what's tte matter^ good Mr* Octaviai)? 

Oct. My fatlier is this day arrived at Dover with old 
Mr.'Gripe, with a resolution to marry me. 

Se&p. Very well. 

Oct. Thou knowest I am already married: how will 
my father resent my disobedience 1 T am for ever lost, 
unless thou canst find some means to reconcile me to 
him. 

Scap. Does your father know of your marriage t. . 

Oct. lam afraid he is by this time acquainted with it. 

Scap, No matter^ no matter; all shall be well; I am 
public-spirited: I love to help distressed young gentle- 
men; and, thank Heaven, I have had good sucoess 
enough. 

Oct. Besides^ my present want must be considered: 
I am in rebellion without any money. 

Scap^ I have tricks and shifts too to get that: I can 
cheat upon occasion ; but cheating is now grown an ill 
trade; yet. Heaven be thanked, there were nevermore 
cullies and fools; but the great rooks and cheats al- 
lowed by public authority ruin such little under- traders 
as I am. 

Oct. Well, get thee straight about thy business. 
Canst thou make no use of my rogue here ? 

Scap. Yes, I shall want his assistance; the knave has 
cunning, and may be useful. 

Shift. Ay, sir; but like other wise men, I am not 
over-valiant: pray leave me out of this business: my 
fears will betray you; you shallexecute, FU sit at home, 
and advise. 

Sci^. I stand not in need of thy courage, but thy 
impudence; and thou hast enough of that: come, come, 
thou shalt along: what, man, stand out for a beating 1 
tliat's the worst can happen. 

Shift. Well, well. 

Enter Clara. 

Oct. Here comes my dearest Clara, 
p 2 
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Cla. Ah me, Octavian! I hear sad news: they bblj, 
your fkther is returned. 

Oct, Alas! 'tis true, and I am the most luvfortunate 
person in the world ; but 'tis not my own misery that I 
consider, but your's: how can you bear those wants to 
which we must be both reducedl 

Cla. Love shall teach me, that can m»ke all things 
easy to us ; which is a sign it is the chiefest good. But 
I have other cares: will you be ever constant) shall not 
your father's seventy constrain you to be false? 

Oct. Never, my dearest, never. 

Cla. They that love much may be allowed some fears. 

Seap. Come, come ; we have now no time to hear you 
speak fine tender things to one another: pray do yoo 
prepare to encounter with your father. 

Cla. I tremble at the thoughts of it. 

Scap. Yon tadust appear resolute at first: tdl him 
yon can live without troubling him; threaten him to 
turn soldier; or, what will frighten him worse, say you'll 
tnm poet. Come, I'll warrant you we bring ban to 
tomposition. 

Oct. What would I give 'twere over! 

Scap. Let us practise a little what you are to do. 
Suppose me your father, very grave and very angiy. 

Oct. Well. 

Scap. Do you look very carelessly, like a small cour* 
tier upon his country acquaintance; a little more sur- 
lily:— very well: — ^now I come full of my fatherly au- 
thority— 

Octavian, thou makest me weep to see thee: but, 
alas! they are not tears of joy, but tears of sorrow. 
Did ever so good a hther beget so lewd a son ? Nay, 
bat for that I think thy mother virtuous, I should pro* 
nounce thou art not mme; Newgate-bird, rogue, villain, 
what a trick hast thou played me in my absence! mar^ 
ried? yes: but to whom? Nay, that thou knowest not. 
Ill warrant you some waiting-woman corrupted in a 
civil family, and reduced to one of the play-houses ; re- 
moved from thence by some keeping coxcomb, or**« 
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Ch. Hold, Scapb, hold— 

Scap. No offence, lady, I speak but another's words. 

Thou abominable rascal, tliou shalt not have a groat, 
not a groat. Besides, I will break all thy bones ten 
times over; get thee out of my house — Why, sir, yog. 
reply not a word, but stand as bashfully as a girl that 
is examined by a bawdy judge about a rape. 

Oct. Look, yonder comes my father. 

Scap. Stay, Shift, and get you two^ gone: let me 
alone to manage the old fellow. 

[Eixeunt Oct. md Clara. 

JBn^er Thrifty. 

Thrif, Was there ever such a rash action! 

Scap. He has been informed of the business, and is 
now so full of it, that he vents it to himselC 

Thrif. I would faiu hear what they can say for them- 
selves. 

Scap, We are not unprovided. [At a distance* 

Thrif. Will they be so impudent to deny the thing? 

Scap. We never intend it. 

Thrif. Or will they endeavour to excuse it? 

Scap. That perhaps we may do« 

Thrif. But all shall be in vain. 

Scap, We'll try that. 

Thrif. I know how to lay that rogue my son fast. 

Scap. That we must prevept 

Thrif. And for the tatterdemalion Shift, I'll thrasb 
bim to death; I will be three years a-cvidgelling him. 

Shift, I wondered he had forgot me so long! 

Thrif Ob, ho! Yonder the rascal is, that brave g<^ 
Vjernor ! He tutored my son finely. 

Scap. Sir, I am overjoyed at your safe return. 

Thrif Good-morrow, Scapin — Indeed you have fol- 
lowed my instructions very exactly ; my son has be- 
haved himself very prudently in my absence ; has he 
not, tascal, has he not I [Yq s||if|^ 

Scap. I hope you are very well. 
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Thrif, Very well — Tliou sayest not a word, Target, 
thou sdyest not a word. 

Scap, Had you a good voyage, Mr. Thrifty? 

Tkrif. Lord, sir! a very good voyage; pray give a 
man a little leave to vent his dialer. * 

Scap. Would you be in choler,9iT? 

Thrif, Ay, sir, I would be in choler. 

Scap. Pray with whom? 

Thrif, With that confounded rogue there. 

Scap, Upon what reason ? 
• Thrif Upon what reason? hast thou not heard whai 
hath happened in ray absence \ 

Scap. I have heard a little idle story. 

Thrif A little idle story, quoth-a! why, mail, iny 
son's undone, my sop's undone. 

Scap, Come, come, things have not been well car- 
ried; but I would advise you to make no more of it. 

Thrif I am not of yoiir opinion, I'll make the whole 
town ring of it. 

Scap. ' Lord, sir, I have stormed about this business 
as much as you can do for your heart ; but what are 
we both the better ? I told him, indeed, Mr. Octavi^n, 
you do not do well to wrong so good a father : I 
preached him three or four times asleep, but all would 
not do: till at last, when t had well examined the busi- 
ness, I found you had not so much wrong done you as 
you imagine. 

T%rif, How, not wrong done me, to have my $on 
mairried, without my consent, to a beggar! 

Scap, Alas, he was ordained to it. 

Thrif. That's fine indeed ; we shall steal, cheat, mur- 
der, aiid so be hanged, then say we were ordained to it. 

Scap, Truly, I did not think you so subtle a philo- 
sopher; I mean, lie was fatally engaged in this afiair. 

ThAf Why did he engage himself ? 

Scap, Very true, indeed, very true; but fy upon you 
now, would you have him as wise as yourself? Young 
meit will have their follies, witness my charge Leander; 
who has gone and thrown away himself at a stranger 
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rate than your son. I would fain know, if you were 
not once young yourself; yes, I warrant you, and had 
your frailties, 

Thrif, Yes, but they never cost me any thing; a man 
may be as frail and as wicked as he please, if it cost 
him nothing. 

Scap, Alas, he was so in love with the young wench, 
that if he had not had her, he must have certainly 
hanged himself. 

Shift. Must! why he had already done it, but that I 
came very seasonably and cut the rope. 

Thrif. Didst thou cut the rope, dog! Til murder 
thee for that; thou shouldst have let him hang. 

Scap. Besides, her kindred surprized him with her, 
and forced him to marry her. 

Thrif. Then should he have presently gone, and pro- 
tested against the violence at a notary's. 

Scap. O Lord, sir, he scorned that. 

Thrif. Then might I easily have disannulled the mar* 
riage. 

Scap. Disannul the marriage? 

Thrif. Yes. 

Scap. You shall not break the marriage. 

JTirif. Shall not 1 break it? 

Scap. No. 

Thrif. What, shall not I claim the privilege of a fa- 
ther, and have satisfaction for the violence done to my 

Scap. Tis a thing he will never consent to. 

Thrif. He will not consent to! 

Scap^ No: would you have him confess he was hec- 
tored into any thing] that is to declare himself a cow- 
ard: Oh fy, sir, one that has the honour of being your 
«on, can never do such a thing. 

Thrif. Pish, talk not to me of honour; he shall do 
it, or be disinherited. 

Scap. Who shall disinherit him? 

Thrif. That will I, sir. 

$cap. You disinherit him! very good. 
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Thtif. How tcry good! 

Scap. You sfaaU not disinherit hitiik 

Tkrif. Shall not I dbhiherit himi 

Scap, No. 

Thrif. Not 

Scap. No. 

Thrif. Sir, you ,are very tnerry ; I tball not disinherit 
jttiy sou? 

Scap. No, I tell you. 

Thrif, Pray who shall hinder met 

Scap. Alas, sir, your owh self, sir ; your own self. 

T%r%f I myself? 

Scap. Yes, sir; for you can never have the heart to 
doit. 

Thrifx You shall find I can, sir. 

Scap. Corae> you deceive youi^elf ; fatherly affection 
must show itself, it must, it must : do not I know you 
were ever tender-hearted I 

Thrif. You're mistaken, sir^ you're iliiBtakeii:>^-^Pish, 
why do I spend my time in tittle-tattle with thitt idl^ 
fellow ? Hang-dog, go find out my rake-hell [Td Shift.] 
whilst I go to my brother Gripe, and inform him of my 
misfortune. 

Scap. In the mean time, if I can do yo^i any ser- 
vice — 

Thr^. Oh! I thank you, sir, I tlumk vou — 

[Exit Thrifty. 

Shift. I must confess, thou art a brave fellow, and 
our afiairs begin to be in a better posture — but the mo- 
ney, the money — we are abominably poor^ and my 
toaster has lean, vigilant duns, that torment him more 
than an old mother does a poor gallant, when she soli- 
chs a maintenanice for her discarded daughter. 

Scap. Your money shall be my next care-^iet me 
see, I want a fellow to — canst thou not counterfeit a 
roaring bully of Akatia ? — Stalk — look big— very welt 
Follow me, I have ways to disguise thy voice and coun- 
tenance. 

Shift. ?x2Ly take a litUe xnLte, and lay your f^ot so 
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that I may not act the buUy always; I would not be 
beaten like a bally. 

Scap. We'll shsure tiie danger, we'll share the danger. 

[EjKunU 



ACT II. 

SCENE L 

Enter Thrifty and Gripe. 

Gripe. Sir, what you tell me concerning your son, 
hath strangely frustrated our designs. 

Thrif. Sir, trouble not yourself about my son ; I have 
undertaken to remove all obstacles, which is the business 
I am so vigorously in pursuit of. 

Gripe* In troth, sir, I'll tell you what I say to you : the 
education of children, after the getting of 'em, ought 
to be the nearest concern of a father. And had you 
tutored your son with that care and duty incumbent on 
you, he never could so slightly have forfeited his. 

Thrtf. Sin to return you a sentence for your sentence; 
those that are so quick to censure and condemn the 
conduct of others^ ought fint to take care that all be 
well at home. 

Gripe. Why, Mr. Thrifty, have you heard any thing 
concerning my son ? 

Thrif. It may be I have ;^ and it may be worse than 
of my own. 

Gripe. What is't I pray ? my son ] 

Thrif. Even yoox own Scapui told it me, and you 
may hear it from him, or somebody else : for my part, . 
I am your friend, and would not willingly be the mes- 
senger of ill news to one that I think so to me. Your 
servant : I must hasten to my counsel, and advise wbafs 
to be do«e in thb case. God b' w'ye till I see you again. 

[£iwY Thrtfty. 
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Gripe, Worse than his son ! for my part I cannot 
imagioe how ; for a son to marry impudently without 
the consent of his father, is as great an offence as can 
be imagined, [ take it : but yonder he comes. 

Enter Leandek. 

Leand, Oh my dear father, how joyful am I to see 
ydu safely returned ! Welcome, as the blessing which I 
am now craving will be. 

Gripe. Not so fast, friend o'mine ; soft and fair goes 
far, sir. You are my son, as I take it. 

Leand, What d'ye mean, sir 1 

Gripe* Stand still, and let me look ye in the face. 

Leand, How must I stand, sir ? 

Crripe, Look upon me with both eyes. 

Leand. Well, sir, I do. 

Gripe. What's the meaning of this report ? 

Leand. Report, sir? 

Gripe. Yes, report, sir ; I speak English, as I take it; 
what is't that you have done in my absence? 

Leand. What is't, sir, which you would have had 
me done ? 

Gripe. I do not ask you, what I would haw had 
you done ; but what have you done ? t 

Leand. Who, I, sir ? why, I have done nothing at aU» 
not I, sir. 

Gripe. Nothmgatalll 

Leand. No, sir. 

Gripe. You have no impudence to speak on. 

Leand. Sir, I have the confidence that becomes a 
man, and my innocence. 

Gvipe, Very well ; but Scapin, d'ye mark me, young 
man 1 Sca)Hn has told me some tales of your behaviour. 

Leand. Scapin? 

Gripe, Oh, have I caught you? that name makes 
ye blush, does it ? Tis well you have some grace left. 

Leand. Has he said any thing concerning me ? 

Gripe^ That shall be examined anon : in the mean 
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while get you home, d'ye hear, and stay till my return ; 
but look to't, if thou hast done any thirtg to dishonour 
me, never think to come within my doors, or see my 
fece more ; but expect to be as miserable as thy folly 
and poverty can make thee. [Exit Gripe. 

Leand. Very fine ; I am in a hopeful condition : 
this rascal has betrayed my marriage, and undone me. 
Now there is no way left but to turn outlaw, and live 
by rapine ; and to set my hand in, the first thing shall 
be to cut the throat of that perfidious pick-thank dog 
that has ruined me. 

Enter OcTAVfAN and Scapin. 

Oct, Dear Scapin, how infinitely am I obliged to thee 
for thy care ! ^ 

Leand, Yonder he comes : I'm overjoyed to see you, 
good Mr. Dog ! 

Scap, Sir, your most humble servant; you honour me 
too far. 

Leand. You act an ill fool's part ; but I shall teach 
you. 

Scap, Sir? 

Oct, Hold, Leander. 

Leand, No, Octavian, III make him confess the 
tfes^chery he has committed : yes, varlet, dog, I know 
the trick you have played me : you thought perhaps 
nobody would have told me : but I'll make you confess 
it, or ril run my sword into yout* guts. 

Scap, Oh sir, sir, would you have the heart to do 
such a thing! have I. done you any injury, sir? 

Leand, Yes, rascal, that you have, and I'll make you 
own it too, or I'll swinge it out of your already fanned 
thick hide. [Beats him, 

Scap, The devil's in't. Lord, sir, what d'ye mean? 
Nay, good Mr. Leander, pray, Mr. Leander; 'squire 
Leander— As I hope to be saved — x— 

Oct, Pr'ytfaee be quiet ; for shame ; enouglu 

[Interposeth, 
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Set^. Well, sir, I confess indeed that-^ 

Leand, What I speak, rogue. 

Scap, About two months ago you may remember^ a 
maid servant died in the house. 

Leand. What of all that 1 

Scap. Nay, sir, if I confess, you must uot be angry. 

Leand. Well, go on. 

Scap, Twas said she died for love of me, sir : but 
let that pass. 

Leand. Death! you trifling buffoon. 

Scap. About a week after her death, I drest up 
myself like her ghost, and went into Madam Lucia, 
your mistress's chamber, where she lay half in, half out 
of bed, with her woman by her, reading an ungodly 
play-book. 

Leand. And was it your impudence did that ? 

Scap. They both believe it was a ghost to tlus hour. 
But it was myself played the goblin, to frighten her 
from the scurvy custom of lying awake at those un* 
seasonable hours, hearing filthy plays, when she had 
never said her prayers. 

Leand. I shall remember you for all in time and 
place : but come to the point, and tell me what thou 
hast said to my father. 

Scap. To your father 1 I have not so much as seen 
him since bis return, and if you'd ask him, he'll tell y«Hi 
so himself. 

Leand. Yes, he has told me himself, and told me all 
that thou hast said to him. 

Scap. With your good leave, «r, then he lied ; I beg 
your pardon, I mean he was mistaken. 

/ jETn^erSLY* 

Sfy. Oh, sir, I bring you the most unba{)py news* 

Leand. What's the matter 1 

Sly. Your mistress sir, is yonder arrested in an 
action of two hundred pounds. They sav 'tb a debt 
she left unpaid at London, in the haste of her escape 
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Utlicr to Dover ; and if you don't raise money withia 
tliese two hoors to discbarge her» she'll be hurried to 
imsoiu 

Leand. Within these two hours ? 

Sli/, Yes, sir, within these two hoors. 
> Leand* Ah my poor Scapin, I want thy assistance* 

[Scapin walks about surlily » 

Scap. Ah my poor Scapin! Now I'm your poor 
Scapin, now you've need of me. 

Lemd* No more : I pardon thee all that ^u hast 
done, and worse if thou art guilty of it. 

Seti^. No, no, never pardon me ; nm your sword in 
my guts, you'll do better to murder me. 

Leand. For heaven's sake, think no more upon that, 
but study now to assist me. 

Oei* Yott mi|8t do something ior him. 

Scap. Yes, to have my bones broken for my pains. 

Leand. Would you leave me, Scapin, in this severe 
cxtFemity ? 

Seap. To pot such an affront upon me as you did. 

Leand* I wronged thee, I confess* 

Scap. To use me like a scoundrel, a villain, a rascal ; 
to threaten to run your sword in my guts. 

Leand, I cry thy mercy with all my heart ; and if 
thou wilt have me throw myself at thy feet, I'll do't. 

Oct. Faith, Scapin, you must, you cannot but yield. 

Scap. Well then: but d'ye mark me, sir, another 
time, better words and gentler blows. 

Leand, Will you promise to mind my business I 

Scap. As I see convenient, care shall be taken. 

Leand. But the time you know is short. 

Scap. Pray, sir, don't be so troublesome: how much 
money is't you want ? 

Leand, Two hundred pounds. 

Scap, And you % 

Get, As much. 

Scop. No more to be said ; it shall be done : {Ta 
CMavian] for you the contrivance is laid already; 
{T0 L«aiider] and for your iatlier, though he bt 
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covetpus to the last degree, yet» thauks be to heaveav 
he*s but a sliallow person, his parts are not extraordinary: 
do not take it ill, sir, for you have no resemblance of 
him, but that you're very like him. Begone; I see 
Octavian's father coming. Til begin with him. 

[Jilxeunt Oct and Leand. 

-Eb^itThkifty. 

Here he comes, niujfnbling and chewmg. the cud, to 
prove himself a cL>an beast. 

Tkrif. Ob, audacious boy, to commit so insolent a 
crime, and plunge himself into such a mbchief ! 

Scop. Sir, your bumble servant. 

Thrif. How do you, Scapiji ? 

Scap. Whaty you are ruminating oq your son's rash 
action&l 

Thrif. Have I not reason to be troubled ? 

Scap. The life of man is full of troubles, that's the 
truth on't: but your philosopher is always prepared. 
I remember an excellent proverb of the ancient^ very 
fil for your case. 

Thrif. What's that? 

Scap. Pray, mind it,/twiU do ye a world of good. 

Thrif What is't, I ask you ] 

Scap. Why, when the master of a family shall be 
absent any considerable time from his home or mansion, 
he ought rationally, gravely, wisely, and philosophically, 
to revolve within his mind all the concurrent circum- 
stances that may, during the interval, conspire to the 
conjunction of those misfortunes and troublesome acci- 
dents that may uitervene upon the said • absence, and 
the interruption of his economical inspection into the 
remissness, negligences, frailties, and huge and perilous 
errors, which his substitutes, servants, or trustees may 
be capable of, or liable and obnoxious unto ; which 
may: arise from the imperfection and corruptness of in- 
generated' natures, or the taint and contagion of cor- 
rupted education, whereby the fountain-head of nm^ 
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disposition becomes muddy, and all the streams of bis 
manners and conversation run consequently defiled and 
impure: these things premised, and fore-considered, 
arm the said prudent, philosophical pater-familias, to 
find his house laid waste, his wife murdered, his daugh* 
ters deflowered, his sous banged : 

Cum multis aliis qtue nunc perscribere longum est, 

and to thank heav'n 'tis no worse too. D'ye mark, sir? 

Thrif. S'death ! Is all this a proverb? 

Scap, Ay, and the best proverb, and the wisest in 
the world. Good sir, get it by heart : 'twill do ye the 
greatest good imaginable ; and don't trouble yourself: 
i'U repeat it to you till you have gotten it by heart. 

Thrif, No, 1 thank you, sir, I'll have none on't. 

Scap. Pray do, you'll like it better next time ; hear 
it once more, I say — When the master of a — 

Thrif. Hold, hold, I have better thoughts of my 
own ; Tm going to my lawyer ; I!ll null the marriage. 

Seep, Going to law ! Are ye mad to venture your- 
self among lawyers ] Do you not see every day how 
the spunges suck poor clients, and with a company of 
foolish nonsensical terms, and kliavish tricks^ undo the 
nation ? No, you shall take another way. 

Thrif, You have reason, if there were any other 
way. 

Sc&p. Come, I have found one. The truth is, I 
have a great compassion for your grief: I cannot, when 
I see tend&r fathers afflicted for their sons^ miscarriages, 
but h^ave bowels for 'em; I have much ado to refrain 
weeping for you. 

Thrift, Truly my case b sad, very sad. 

Scap. So it is. Tears will burst out: I have a great 
respect for your person. [Counterfeits weeping. 

Thrif Thank you with all my heart ; in troth we 
^ouid have a fellow-feeling. 

Scap. Ay, so we shpuld : I assure you there is not a 
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person in the world whom I respect more timn the 
noble Mr* Thrifty. 

TAn/. Thou art honest, Scapin. Ha'done, ba'doucr 

Seap. Sir, your most humble servant. 

Thrif. But what is your way 1 

Seep. Why, in brief, 1 have been with the brother 
of her whom your wicked son has married. 

7%rt/. Whatishe] 

Scap. .A most outrageous roaring fellow, with a 
down4ianging look, contracted brow, with a swelled 
red face enflamed witli brandy ; one Uiat frowns, puffs, 
and looks big at all mankind ; roars out oaths, and 
bellows out curses enough in a day to serve a garrison 
a wedc; bred up in blood and rapine, used to slaughter 
from his youth upwards ; one that makes no more con-> 
science of killing a man, than cradlkig of a louse : 
he has killed sixteen ; four lor taUog the wall of him, 
five for looking too big upon kirn, two he shot pissing 
against the wall : in abort, he is the most dreadful of 
all the race of bullies. 

nrif. Heav*n ! how do I tremble at the description I 
But what's this to my bunoessl 

Scap. Why, he (as roost ballita are) is in want^ and 
I have brought him, by tbreateniiig him with idl the 
courses of law, all the atsbtaiioe ^f your friends, and 
your great purse (in whidi I ventimd my life ten 
times, for so often he drew, and run at me), yet, I say, 
at last 1 have made him hearken to % composition, and 
to null the marriage for a sum of maasy. 

Tkrif. Thanks, dear Scapin ; bat what sum 1 

Scap. Faith he was damnaUy QBreasoBBUe at first, 
and 'gad T told him so very roundly. 

ThHf. A po3t on him, what did he ask ? 

Scitp. Ask ! Hang him, why he asked five hundred 
pounds. 

Thrif. 'Ouns and heart! Five hondred pounds ! 
Five hundred devils take him — and fry and fricassee 
the dog ; does he take me for ft madman 1 
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Sdi^. Why> so I said ; and after mach argument^ I 
brought him to this : dam'me, says he, i am going to 
the army, and I must have two good horses for myself, 
for fear one should die ;- and those will 6ost at least 
threescore guineas. 

Thrif. Hang him, rogue ! why should he have two 
horses ? But I care not if I give threescore guhieas to 
he rid of this affair. 

Scap, Then,' says he, my pistils, saddle, horse-cloth, 
and all, wiM cost twenty more. 

Thrif. Why, thaf s fourscore. 

Scap. Well reckoned; 'faith this arithmetic is a fine 
art. Then I must have one for my boy,< will cost 
tv^enty more.' 

Thf if. Oh the devil! confounded dog! let him go 
and be damnedy^'Til give him nothing. 

Scap, Sir? . y 

Thrif, Not a stmt, duttoed. rascal; let him tarn foot'- 
soldier, and be hanged. 

Scap. He has a man besides ; would you have him 
go a-foot 1 

Thrif. Ay, and his master, too ; VW have nothing to 
do with him. « *'» 

Scap, Well, yott are resolved to spend twice as 
much at Doctors-Commons, you are ; you will stand 
put for such a sum at this, do. 

Thrif. Oh damned unconscionable rascal! well, if 
it must he so, let him have the other twenty. 

Scap. Twenty ! why it eomes to forty. 

Thrif. No, Til have nothing to do in it. Oh, a 
covetous rogue ! I wonder he is not ashamed to be so 
covetous. 

Scap. Why, this is nothing to tlie charge at Doctors- 
Commons; and though her brother has no money, she 
has an uncle able to defend her. 

Thrif, O eternal rogue ! well I must do't, the devil's 
in hun, I think ! 

Scap. Then, says he, I must carry into France 
money to buy a mule^ to carry — 

VOL. I. g 
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Tkrif. Let him go to tke deidl with his miile, VU ap* 
peal to the judges. 

Setf. Nay» good sir, think a little. 

Tkrif. No, rU do notliing. 

Scop. Sir, sir, but one little mule I 

Tkrtf* No, not so much as an ass! 

Scap. Consider. 

Tkrif, I will not consider, FU go to law. 

Scap. I am sure if you go to law, you do not con- 
sider tlie appeals, degrees of jurisdiction, the intricate 
proceedings, the knaveries, the craving of so mmy ra- 
venous animals that will prey upon you, villanous har- 
pies, promoters, tipstaves, and the like ; none of which 
but will puff away the clearest right in the worid for 
a bribe. On the other side^ the proctor shall side 
with your adversary and sell your cause fw ready 
money : your advocate shall be gamed the same way, 
and shall not be found when your cause is to be heard. 
Law is a torment of alt torments* 

Tkrtf. That's true: why, what does the damned 
rogue reckcm for his mule 1 

Slriijp. Why, for horses^ furniture, mule, and to 
pay some scores that are due to his landiaidy, he de- 
maodsy and will have, two hundred pounds. 

7tr^. Come, come, let's go to law. 

[Thrif. waiks mpamUmim m a grtat heai. 

ScM. Do but reflect upoi»— 
nrif 111 go to law. 

Sc«p. Do not plunge youiMlf<r 
Thrtf. To law, I tell you. 

Saq^* Why, there's for procuratiott, presentation, 
counsel, productions, proctor^ attendance, and scrib* 
Ming vast volumes of interrogatories, depositions, and 
articles, ooosnltations and pleadings of doctors; for 
the register, substitute, judgments, rignings--expedi^ 
ticNi^Ma; besides tlie vast presents to thera and their 
wives. Hang't, the Mlcm is out of empl<^ment, give 
him themoaey, give faira it, I say. 
Thrif What, two hundred pounds} 
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Seap. Ay, ay, vAj yonli |^ one kundml and 
nfty pounds by it; I have sammfid it up: I say^ give 
il htm, 'faith do. 

Thrif. What, two hondr^ pounds! 

Scap^ Ay ; besides,' yon never think how thcfyH raft 
/ af yoa in pleading ; teU all -^pmr focnications, bastard- 
' Ho^, and commnlii^ in their coiirtSi. 

Thrif. I defy 'em ; let 'em teH of my whorihg, 'tis 
die &shion. 

Seap. Peaee ; here's the hrotber. 

TXny. O heaven ! what sfasdl 1 dot 

Enter Shift, disguised like a Bulfy, 

. Sbtft Dam'me, where's this cfmfounded dog, this 
fatW of Octavian] null the marriage! by all £e ho- 
nour of my ancestors Fll chine the villain. 

Thrif. Ob, oh ! [Hide^ himself behind Scapiu. 

Sniap. He cares not,' sir, he'il not give the two hun- 
dred pounds. 

Shift. By heaven, he shall be worms' meat within these 
two hours. 

Scap. Sir, he has courage, he fears you not/ 

Thrif. You lie, I have not courage ; I do fear him 
aiortaUy. 

Shift. He! he! hel 'Oundshe! woaM all his family 
were in him, Td cutoff ro«>t and branch: dishonour my 
sister ! this in his guto: what fellow's that? ha I 

Seap, Not he, sir. 

Shift. Nor none of his iiieudsl 

TJnif No, nr : hang him, I am his mortal enemy* 

Shift. Art thoa the enemy of that rascal 1 

Thrift. Oh ! ay, hang him — -^h damnTd bully f 

lAride^ 

Shift. Give me thy hand, old boy; the nest son shall 
not see the impudent rascal alive. 

Scap. He'll muster up all his relatiom agaktst yoOi * 

Thrif. Do not provoke him, Scafnn. 
92 
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5Aiyir. Would they were att here: ha! ha I ha! 

IHefama even/ umy with his swwd* 
Here I had one through the lungs, there another into 
the heart: hah ! there another into tiie guts: ah, rogues! 
there I was with you : hah ! — ^hah ! 

Soap* Hold, sir, we are none of your enemies. 

Shift. No, but I will find the villains out while my 
blood is up ; I will destroy the whole family. Ha, ha, 
hah! [ExU Shift. 

ThriJ, Here, Scapin, I have two hundred guineas 
about me, take 'em# No more to be said. Let me ne- 
ver see his face again ; take 'em, I say : this is the devil. 

Scap. Will you not give 'em him yourself I 

Thrif. No, no ! I will never see him more : I shall 

not recover this these three months. See the business 

• done. I trust in thee, honest Scapin; I must repose 

somewhere : I am mightily out of order a plague on 

all bullies, I say. [Exit Thrifty. 

Scap. So there's one despatched; I must now find 
out Gripe : he's here ; how heaven brings 'cm into my 
nets one after another ! 



Enter Gripe. 

Scap, Oh heaven! unlooked-for misfortune i poor 
Mr. Gripe, what wilt thou do I 

[Walks about distractedly. 

Gripe, What's that he says of me ? 

Scap. Is there nobody can tell me news of Mr. Gripe 1 

. Gripe, Who's there ? Scapin ! 

Sci^. How I run up and down to find him to no pur- 
pose! Oh ! sir, is there no way to hear of Mr. Gripe 1 

Gripe. Art thou blind? I have been just under thy 
nose this hour. 
. Scarp. Sir— 

Gripe. What's the matter? 

Saqf* Oh ! sir, your son — 

Gripe. Ha, my son— 
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Seap. Is fallen into the strangest misfortune in the 
world. 

GHpe. What is'tl 

Scap. I met him a-while ago, disordered for some- 
thing you had said to liim, wlierein you very idly made 
use of my name ; and seeking to divert bis melancholy^ 
we went to walk upon the pier : amongst other things, 
be took particular notice of a new caper * in her full 
trim : the captain invited us a-board, and gave us the 
handsomest collation I ever met with. 

Gripe. Well, and where'stbe disaster of all this? 

Scap. While we were eating, he put to sea ; and when 
we were a good distance from the shore, he discovered 
himself to be an English renegade that was entertained 
in the Dutch service, and sent me off in his long-boat 
to tell you, that if you don't forthwith send him two 
hundred pounds, hell carry away your son pri^soner-: 
nay, for aught I know, he may carry him a slave to 
Algiers. 

Gripe. How, in the devil's name! two hundred 
pounds! 

Scap. Yes, sir; and more than that, he has allowed 
me but an hour's time ; you must advise quickly what 
course to take to save an only son. 

Gripe. What a devil had he to do a-shipboard? . 

Eun quickly, Scapin, and tell the villain, Fll send my 
lord chief-justice's warrant after him. 
• Scap. O law I bis waxnmt is the open sea! d'ye think 
pirates are fools I 

Gripe. In the devil's name, what business had he a* 
shipboard? , = - 

Scap. There is an unlucky fate that often hurries mien 
to mischief, sir. 

Gripe. Scapin, thou must now ?iet the part of a faith* 
ful servant. . i .. 

. Scap. As how, sir? 

* A vessel formerly used by the Dutch, of the same nature at a 
privateer* 
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(Sripe. Thou mull go bid the pirate tend me my son, 
and stay as a pledge in his room, tiii I can raise the mik 
jiey. 

Sc€p. Alas, sir, tiiink yon the captain ,bas so little 
wit as to accept of such a poor rascally fefiow as I am^ 
instead of your son? 

Gr^e. \i^faat a devil did he do Mbipboiird? 

JS/sap. D'ye remember, sir, tliat you have but two 
hours' thne? 
' Crfipe. Thou sayert he demonds 

Seap. Two hundred pounds. 

Gnpe. Two hundred poundftl has the felkrw no cou- 
sciencel 

Seap. O law ! the conscience €g a pirate ! why, very 
few lawful captains have any. 

Gripe. Has lie not reason neither? does he know 
what tiie sum of two handrecl pounds is ? 

Scop, Ves, sir. Tarpaulins are a sort of people that 
^imderstand money, though they hsive no great acquaint 
anoe wlrti sense. But for heavea^s sake detpatch. 

GHpe. Here, take the key of my 'cbmpnng-house. 

S€op% So. 

Cripi* And open, it. 

Scop. Very good. 

Gripe. In tte leiUiaad wdndpw lies the key of my 
'garret; go tak^ alt' the dolhei tJAit are in the gne^^ 
chest, m^L sell 'em to tlie brokm to redeem liiy son. 

5eap. Sir, yoa*re mad; 1 shan't ;|et fifty shillings for 
idl that's there, and you know how I am straitened for 
;tima; '•• ••• • '^ '• - ' • • 

Grtpf . What a devil did .be do a- hi|)board ? 

8eap, Let' shipbmird alone, ami consider, sir, your 
son.' But heaven is my witness, I ha' done for him as- 
much ds was pos^le; and tf be be not redeemed, be 
may thank his Cither's kindness. 

Gripe, Well) sir. Til go see if I can raise the ilion^y. 
flVas if not ninescore pounds you spoke of? 

Scap. No, two hundred pounds* 

Gripe. What, two hundred pounds Dutch, hat 
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Setip. No» sir, I mean Ea^ish mouty; two htmdred 
|>ound8 sterling. 

Gripe, In the deviFs name, what business had he a- 
shipboard? confounded shipboard! 

Scap* This shipboard sticks in his stomach. 

Gripe, Hold, Scapin, I remember I received the very 
sum just now in gold, but did not think I should have 
parted with it so soon. 

[He presents Scapin his purse, but will not let it 
go ; and in his transportments, pulls his arm to 
and fro, whilst Scapin reaches at it. 

Scop, Ay, sir. 

Gripe, But tell the captain, he is a son of a whore* 

Scap. Yesi sir, 

Gripe^ A dogbolt. 

Scap. I shall, sir. 

Gripe, A thief, a robber, and that he forces me to 
pay him two hundred pounds contrary to all law or 
equity. 

Scop, Nay, let me alone with him. 

Gripe, Tn^t I will never forgive him, dead or alive. 

Scap. Very good. 

Gripe, And that if ever I light on him, I'll murder 
hhn privately, and feed dogs with him. 

{He futs up has purse, and is going amiy, 

Scap. Right, sir. 

Gripe, Now make haste, and go redeem my son. 

Scap, Ay, but d'ye hear, sirl where's the money 1 

Gripe, Did I not give it thee 1 

Scap, Indeed, sir, you made me believe you would, 
but you forgot, ancynit it up in your pqoket again. 

Gripe, Ha — ^my griefs a^d fears for my son make me 
do I know not what^ 

Scap, Ay, sur, I see it does indeed. 

Gripe. What a devil did he dp ja-shipboard ? 

Pamned pirate, damned renegade, all the devils in hell 
pursue thee. [Exit, 

Scap. How easily a raiser swallows a load, and how 
4Mi6«dlly he disgorges a giaoi! but I'll )iot leave him 
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so; he's like, to pay in otiier coia for telliDg tales of me 
to his son. 

Enter Octavian and Lbandejk. 

. Scap, W^U* sir, I have succeeded in your business ; 
there's two hundred pounds which I have squeezed ou^ 
of your father. [To Octavian, 

Oct, Triumphant $capin ! 

Scap. But for y9u J can do ivothjng — 

[To Leander. 

Leand. Then may I go hang myself. Friends both, 
adieu. 

Scap. D'ye hear, d'ye hear ? the devil has no such 
necessity for you yet, that you need ride post, W/th 
much ado Fve got your business doiup too. 

Ijeand^ Is't possible ? . . 

Scap, But on condition tbat you permit me to re^^ 
venge myself on your father for the trick he has served, 
me. 

X^and, With all ^ny hearty at thy own discretion, 
good, honest Scapiu. 
. Scap. Hold your hand, there's two hundred pounds. 

Leand. My thanks are too many to pay now : fare- 
well, dear son of Mercury, and be prosperous. 

Scap. Gramercy, pupil. Hence we gather. 
Give sou the money, haug up father. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCENE r. 

Enter Lucia and Claea. 

Luc. Was ever such a trick played, for us to run 
4)vay from our goyerpessjes, wl^ere our careful £Uiw^ 
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liad placed us, to follow a couple of young gentlemen, 
only because they said they loved us! I think Hwas a 
very noble enterprise ! I am afraid the good fortune we 
shall get by it, will hardly recompense the reputation 
>ve have lost by it. 

Cla. Our greatest satisfaction is, that they are meii 
of fashion and credit, and, for my part, I long ago re- 
solved not to marry any other, nor such a one neither, 
till I had a perfect confirmation of his love ; and 'twas 
an assurance of Octavian's that brought me hither. 

Luc. I must confess, I had no less a sense of the 
faith and honour of Leander. 

Cla. But seems it not wonderful, that the circuni* 
stances of our fortune should be so nearly allied, and 
ourselves so much strangers'? Besides, if I mistake not; 
I see something in Leander, so much resembling a bro- 
ther of mine of the same name, that did not the time 
^mce I saw him make me fearful, I sliould be often apt 
to call him so. 

Luc. I have a brother too, whose name's Octavian, 
bred in Italy, and just as my father took his voyage, re- 
turned home ; not knowing where to find me, 1 believe 
is the reason I have rtot seen him yet. But if I deceive 
not myself, there is something in your Octavian that ex- 
tremely refreshes my memory of him. 

Cla. I wish we might be so happy as we are inclined 
to hope ; but there's a strange blind side in our natures; 
which always makes us apt to believe, what we most 
earnestly desire. 

Luc. The ^orst at last, is but to be forsaken by ouc 
fathers: and, for my part, 1 had rather lose. an old 
father than a young loyer, when I may with reputation 
keep him, and secure myself against the imposition of 
fatherly authority. 

Cla. How unsutferable it is to be sacrificed to the 

arms of a nauseouii blockhead, tliat has no other sense 

' than to eat and drink when it is provided for him; rise 

in the morning, and go to bed at night; and with muclr 

ado |be persuaded to .keep himsf If ole^n 1 
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Lmc. a thiQg of mere flesh and bloody anol tkal of 
the wont sort too, with a squinting metgre hang^dog 
countenance^ that looki as if he always wanted j^ysie 
for the worms. 

Cla. Yet such their silly parents are generally moat 
indulgent to; like apes, iiever so well plrased, as when 
they're fondling with their ugly issue. 

jLtfC. Twenty to one, but to 9ome such charmii^ 
creatures our careful fathers had designed us. 

Cla. Parent sthink they do their (hiughters the great* 
est kindness in the worlds when they get them fools for 
their husbands; and yet are very apt to take it ill, if 
they make the right use of them. 

JLuc. Vd no more be bound to spend my days in 
marriage to a fool, because I might rule him, than I 
would always ride an ass, because the creature was 
gentle. 

Cla. See, here's Scapin, as full of designs and afiairs, 
as a callow statesman at a treaty of p^ce. 

Enter Scapin. 

iS^. Ladies! / 

Cla. Oh, Monsieur Scapin ! What's the reason you 
have been such a stranger of late 1 

Scap. Faith, ladies, business, business has taken up 
my time ; and truly I love an active life, love my busi- 
ness extremely* 

Luc. Methinks though, this should be a difficult place 
for a man of your excellencies to find employment in. 

Scap. Why 'faith, madam, Vm never shy to my 
friends: my business is, in short, like that of all mother 
men of business, diligently contriving how to play the 
knave, and cheat to get an honest livelihood. 

Cla. Certainly men of wit and parts need never be 
driven to indirect courses. 

Scap. Oh, madam! wk and honesty, like oil «aad ' 
vinegar, with much ado mingled together, give a relish 
to a good fortune, and pass well enough for Muce^ but 
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lire .^ry thin five qf tfaemselTes. No, ^ve me your 
pknaye, your thorough-paced knave ; hang his wit, so he 
he biit rogne eaougli. 

Luc. You're groyrn very much out of humour With 
vrit, Scapta; I hope your's has done you no prejudice 
oflate. 

Scap. No, madam, your ikien of wit are good-jfbfv 
nothiogy dull, lazy, restive snails ; 'tis your undertaking, 
impudent, pushing fool, that commands his fortune. 

Cla. You are very plain and open in this proceeding, 
whatevieryou are in others. 

Scap. Danie Fortune, lil^e most others of the female 
sex (I speak all this with respect to your ladyship), is 
generally mo^t indulgent to the nimble-mettled block- 
heads; men of wit are not for her turn; ever too 
thoughtful when they should be active : why, who be- 
lieves any man of wit to have so much as courage? No, 
ladies^ if you've any friends that hope to raise them- 
selves, advise them to be as much fools as they can, 
and they'll never want patrons: and for lK>i>esty — if 
your ladyship think fit to retire a little further, you 
shall see me perform upon a gentleman that's coming 
this way. 

Cia. Pi'ythee, Lucia, let us retreat a little, and take 
dus opportunity of some divertisement; which has been 
very scarce here hitherto. 

Ev^er Shift, with a Sack. 

Scap. Oh Shift! 

Sh^t, S^ak not too loud, my master^s eoming. 

9eap. i am glad out, T shaH teach him to betray the 
secrets of his friend. If any man puts a trick upon me 
without return, ,inay I lose this nose with the pox, with- 
out the pleasure of getting it. 

Shift, I wonder at thy valour, thou art continually 
^venturing that body of thine to the indignity of bruisei^ 
and indecent bastinadoes. 
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Scap. Difficulties in adventures make them pleasant 
when accomplished. 

Shift, But your adventures, how comical soever in 
the beginning, are sure to be tragical in the end. 

Scap* Tis no matter ; I hate your pnsillanimcms spirit: 
revenge and lechery are never so pleasant as when you 
venture hard for them ; begone : here comes my man. 

l^fi/er Gripe. 

Oh, sir, sir, shift for yourself, quickly, sir, quickly, sir; 
for heaven's sake. 

Gripe. What's the matter, man? 

Sci^, Heaven! is this a time to ask questions? will 
you be murder'd instantly? I am afraid you'll be killed 
within these two minutes. 

Gripe. Mercy on me ! killed ! for what ? 

Scap» They are every where looking out for yon. 

Gripe. Who? Who? 

5cap. The brother of her whom your son has mar- 
ried : he's a captain of a privateer, who has all sorts 
of rogues, English, Scotch, Welsh, Irish, French, under 
his command, and all lying in wait now, or searching 
for you to kill you, because you would null the mar- 
riage : they run up and down, crying, where is the 
rogue Gripe? Where is the dog? Where is the slave 
Gripe? they watch for you so narrowly, that there's 
no getting hoqie to your house. 

Gripe. Oh, Scapin! What shall I do? what will be- 
come of me? 

Scop. . Nay, heaven knows, but if you come within 
thioir reach, they'll De-Wit you, they'll tear .you in 
pieces. Hark! 

Gripe. Oh Lord: 

Scap. Hum, 'tis none of them. 

Gripe. Canst thou find no way for my escape, dear 
Scapin? . , . : 

Scap. I think I have found one. 
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. €rr^., 0l>od Spapin, shew thyself a man now. 

Scap, I shall venture being most immoderately 
beaten. 

Gripe* D^ar Scapin, do ; I will reward tliee boun« 
teously: V\\ give thee this, suit when I have worn it 
eight or nine mouths longer. 

Scap. Listen ! who are these ? 

Gripe, God forgive me, Lord have mercy upon us I 
. Scap» No, there's nobody; look, ifyoull save your 
life, go into this sack presently. 

Gripe, Oh! who's there! 

Scap. Nobody: get into the sack, and stir not, 
whatever happens: Til carry you as a bimdle of goods 
through all your enemies, to the major's house of the 
<;astle. 

Gripe, An admirable invention : Oh lord !. quick. 

[Gets into the sack. 

Scap. Yes, 'tis an excellent invention, if you knew 
all. — Keep in your head. Oh, here's a rogue coming 
to look for you. 

Scapin counterfeits a Welshman* 

Do you hear, I pray you, where is Leander's father, 
look you? 

In his own voice. 

How should I know ? what would you have with himi 
^Lie close. [Aside to Gripe. 

Have with him, look you! hur has no creat pus'ness, 
but hur would have satisfactions and reparations, look 
you, for credits and honours; by St. Tavy he shall 
not put the injuries and affronts upon my captain, 
look you now, sir. 

He affront the captain ! he meddles with no man. 

You lie, sir, look you, and hur will give you beat^ 
ings and chastisements for your contradictions, when 
hur Welse plood's up, look you ; and hur will cudgel 
your packs and your nvttles for it; take you that, 
pray you now. [Beats the sack!* 
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Hold, hoM, w31 you iminler me) i kmeflf mi ¥htxe 
ht 19, not !• 

Hur wUl teach saucy jacks how they ffrofock her 
Wtlse plaods and hur eholers: and far the M ragve, 
hur will hose his gats and his phod, look yau^ sir, or 
hur tDill never wear leek upon Si. Tamfs day tnare, 
look yen. 

Oh I He has manled me, a daratied Welsh raseal. 

Oripe. You? The blows fell upon my shoulders* 
Oh! OhI 

Sci^f. Twas only the end of the stkk fell on you, 
tjie main substantial fiart of the cudgel lighted on nie. 

Gripe, Why did you not stand further off? 

5cap. Peace Here^s another rogue. 

In a Lameashin dialect. 

Yaw fellee, wi'tK sack there, don yaw know whear 
ih* awd rascatt Graip is ? 

Not I ; but he is uo rascal. 

Yaw ken, yaw dogue, yaw knaw weel eemh whear 
he is, an yaw den teel, end that he is a foo' rascatt as- 
any is in aw thatawn; Fs tell a that kifr lady. 

Not I» sir, I know neither, sir, not I. 

By th' mess, an ay tack theeinhant, ay's raddktike 
bones on thee, ay's keeble thee to some tune. 

Me,, sir? I don't understand you. 
. Whyr tha'wart his man, thaw hobble, PUsnHeth' 
naseo'thee. 

Hold, hold, sir, what would yon have with htm ? 

Why, I mun hufck him dawne wHh my kibbo, Ar 
first bmat to thegrawnt, and then I mun beat him awio^ 
pap, by th'mess,. and after, ay mun cut tff the It^s 
and noes am 'en, and ay wot, Mil be a pretty swatky 
fellee, bawt lugif and noes. 

Why, truly, sir, I know not where h^ is, but he 
went down that kne. 
. This lone, saynyet Ays find him, bg^rlady,an he 
ba abom grawnt. 
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So, he'frgBsey a damned Ljmcashire rascal. 

Gripe, Oh, good Scapin ! go on quickly. 

Sc4^. Hold, here's another. [Gti^papsinhU headm 

In an Irish tone. 

Dost thou hear, sack-man? I pridee fare is de 
damned dog. Gripe? 

Why, whaf 8 that to you 1 What know 1 1 

Fafs dot to me, jay? by my mmiy joy^ I will lay a 
great blew upon thy pate, and de devil take me, but I 
ufUl make thee know fare he is indeed, or I'll beat upon 
ihee till thorn dost know, by my sabatum indeed. 

1*11 not be beaten. 

Now the devil take me, I swear by him that made 
met if thou dost not tell fare is Gripe, but I will beat 
thy father's child very much indeed. 

What would you have nie do? I can't tell, where he 
is. But what would you have widi him 1 

Fat would I have wid him? By my soul, if I do see 
him, I will make murder tgnm him for my captain^s 
sake. 

Murder him) he'll not be murdered. 

If Tdo lay my eyes upon him, 'gad I will put my 
sword into his bowels, de devil tMce me indeed. Fat 
haet daw in dot sack, joy? By my salvation I wilt 
look into it. 

But you shall not. What have you to do with itt 

By my soul, joy, £ will put my rapier into it. 

Gripe. Oh! oh. 

Scap. Fat, it does grunt, by my salvation; de 
dtM take me, I will see it indeed. 

Y<M shall not see my sack ; I will defend it with my 
life. " 

Den Ivill make beat upon thy body: take that, joy, 
and that, and that upon my soul, and so I do take my 
l^ve, joy. [Beats him in the sack. 

A plague on him, he's gone; he has almost killed me. 

Gripe. Oh ! I can hold no longer ; the blows all fell 
4n my sbovldu! 
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Scap. You can't tell me ; they fell on mine : oh my 
shoulders ! 

Gripe* Your'sl Oh my shoulders ! 
Scap, Peace, they're coming. 

In a hoarse SeamaiCs voice. 

Where is the dog ? Ill lay on hm fore and aft, 
swinge him with a cat-o* nine'4ails^ keel-haui, and then 
hang him at the main^ard. 

In broken French-English, 

If dere he no more men in England, I mil kille him, I 
vill put my rapier in his body, I vill give him two tree 
pushe in de gutte. 

Here Scapin acts a number of than together, 

' We mufi go this way o* the right hand, no, tQ th' 

left hand lie close search evry wliere by 

my salvation I will kill the damn'd dog an we 

do catch 'en, we'll tear 'en in pieces, and I do lieer he 

went thick way no, straightforward. Hold, here is 

his man; whereas your master Dam' me, where? 

in hell? speak,— Hold,— Not so furiously an you 

don't tell us where he is, ive'll mUrder thee — 

Do what you will, gentlemen, I know not. 

Lay 'em on thick, thwack him soundly. 

Hold, hold, do what you will, I'll ne'er betray my 
master^— 

Knock 'en down, beat 'en zoundly, to 'en„ at 'en, at 
'en, at-- ^ 

[As he is going to strike. Gripe peeps out, and 
Scapin takes to his heels. 

Gripe. Oh, dog, traitor, villain! Is this your plot | 
would you have murdered me, rogue? Unheard of 
impudence! 

jEnf^r Thrifty. 
Oh, brother Thrifty! You come to see me loa<kn with 
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disgrace ; the villain Scapin has, as I am sensible now„ 
cheated me of two hundred pounds. Tills beating 
brings all into my memory. [Aside. 

Thrif. The impudent varlet has gulled me of the 
same sum. 

Gripe, Nor was he content to take my money, but 
hath abused me at that barbarous rate, that I am ashamed 
to tell it; but he shall pay for it severely. 

Thrif, But this is not all, brother; one misfortune 
is the fore-runner of another : just now I received letters 
from London, that both our daughters have run away 
from their governesses, with two wild debauched young 
fellows, that they fell in love with* 

Enter Lucia and Clara. 

Luc, Was ever so malicious impudence sefen!— — 
hah-^ — Surely, if I mistake not, that should be my 
father. 

€la. And the other mine, whom Scapin has used 
thus. 

Luc. Bless lis! Returned, and we not know of it? 

Cla. What will they say to find us here 1 

Luc. My dearest father, welcome to England. 

Thrif. My daughter Luce? 

Luci The same, sir. 

Gripe. My Clara here too ? 

Cla. Yes, sir ; and happy to see your safe arrival. 

Thrif. What strange destiny has directed thb bap-^ 
piness to us ? 

Enter Octavian. 

Gripe, Hey-day! 

Thrif, Oh son ! I have a wife for you. 

Oct. Good father, all your propositions are vain; I 
mtist needs be free, and tell you, T am engaged. 

TJirif. Look you now; is not this very fine I Now t 
have a mind to be merry, and to be friends with you, 
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you'll not let me now^ will youl I tell you, Mr. Grip&'s 
daughter here — 

Oct. I'll never marry Mr. Gripe's daughter, sir, as 
long as I live : no, yonder's she that I must love, and 
can never entertain the thoughts of any other. 

Cla, Yes^ Octavian, I have at last met with my 
£ather, and all our fears and troubles are at an end. 

T%rif. Look ye now, you would be wiser than the 
father that begot you, would you 1 Did not I always 
say you should marry Mr. Gripe's daughter 1 But you 
do not kuow your sister Luce. 

Oct. Unlooked-for blessing f why she's my friend 
Leander^s wife ! 

Thrif. How, Leander's wife I 

Gripe, What, my son Leanderl 

Oct. Yes, sir, your son Leander. 

Gripe. Indeed ! Well, brother Thrifty, 'tis true the 
boy was always a-good-natur^d boy. Well, now I am sa 
overjoyed, that I could laugh till I shook my shoulders, 
but that I dare not, they are so sore. But look, here he 
comes. 

Enter Leandek. 

Leand. Sir, I beg your pardon, I find my marriage 
is discovered ; nor would I indeed have longer concealed 
it ; this is my wife, I must own her. 

Gripe. Brother Thrifty, did you ever see the like, 
did you ever sec the like ? ha ! 

fhrif. Own her,' quoth-a! why kiss her, kiss her^ 
man ; odsbodikins, when I was a young fellow, and was 
first married, I did nothing else for three months. Cf 
my conscience I got my boy Octa there, the first night, 
before the curtains were quite drawn 1 

Gripe. Well, 'tis his father's nown child. Just so, 
brother, was it wfth me upon ray wedding-day ; I could 
not look upon my dear without blushing ; but when we 
were a-bed. Lord ba' mercy upon us«-— but I'll no 
more. 
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Leand, Is then my father reconciled to me 1 

Oripe. Reconciled to thee ! Why, I love thee at my 
heart, man, at my heart ; why, 'tis my brother Thrifty's 
daughter, Mrs. Lucy, whom I always designed for thy 
wife ; and that's thy si3ter Clara married to Mr. Octti 
there. 

Leand. Octayiau, are we then brothers? There is 
nothing that I could have rather wished, after the com- 
pleting of my happiness with my charming Lucia. 

Thrif, Come-, sir, hang up your compliments in th^ 
hall at home, they are old and out of fashion. Shift, go 
to the inn, and bespeak a supper may cost more money 
than I have ready to pay fpr't, for I'm resolved to run 
in debt to-night. . 

Shift, I shall obey your commands, sir. 

Thrif, Then, d'ye hear, send out and muster up all 
the fiddlers (blind or not blind, drunk or sober) in the 
town ; let not so much as the roaster of tunes, witli his 
cracked cymbal in a case, escape ye. 

Gripe, Well, what would I give now for .the fellow 
that sings the song at my lord mayor's feast ! I myself 
would make an epitfialamium by way of sonnet, and he 
should set a tune to it ; 'twas the prettiest he had lasjt 
time. 

Enter Sly. 

Sly, Oh, gentlemen, tiere is the strangest accident 
fallen out. 

Thrif, What's the matter? 

Shf. Poor Scapin ! 

Gripe. Ha! Rogue, let him be hanged. I'll hang 
him myself. 

Sly, Oh, sir, that trouble you may spare ; for passing 
by a place where they were building, a great stohe fell 
upon his head, and broke his skull so, you may see his 
brains. 

Thrif. Where is he? 

Sly. Yonder he cqmes. 

B2 
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Enter Scafin between two, his head wrapt up inUnoip 
as if he had been wounded* 

Scap. Oh me ! oh me ! gentlemen, yqu see me, you see 
me in a sad condition, cut off like a flower in the prime 
of my years : but yet I could not die without the par- 
don of those I haye wronged; yes, gentlemen, I beseech 
you to forgive me all the injuries that I have done ; but 
more especially, I beg of you, Mr. Thrifty, and my good 
master, Mr. Gripe. 

Thrif. For my part, I pardon thee freely; go, and 
die in peace. 

Scap, But 'tb you, sir, I have most offended, by the 
inhuman bastiaadoes which 

Gripe. Pr'ythee speak )Q0 more of it, I forgive thee 
too. 

S$ap. Twas a most wicked insolence in me, that I 
should with vile crab-tree cudgel 

Gripe. Pish, no more, I say I am satisfied. 

Scap. And now so near my death, His an unspeakable 
grief that I should dare to lift my hand against 

GHpe, Hold thy peace, or die quickly, I tell thee I 
have forgot all 

Scap. Alas ! how good a man you are I but, sir, d'you 
pardon me freely, and from the bottom of your hearty 
those merciless drubs that 

Gripe. Pr^ythee speak no more of it, I forgive thee 
freely, here's my hand upon't 

Scap. Oh J sir, hofv much your goodness revives ine| 

[PuUs qff his cap. 

Gripe. How's that! friend, take notice, I pardoo 
thee, but 'tis upon condition that you are sure to die. 

Scap. Oh me ! I begin to laint again. 

Thrif. Come, fy, brother, never let revenge employ 
your thoughts now; forgive him, forgive him without 
siny condition. 

Gripe. A deuce on% brother, as I hope to be saved^ 
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be beat me barely and scurvily, never stir lie did: but 
since you will have it so, I do forgive him. 

Thrif. Now then let's to supper, and in our mirth 
drown and forget all troubles. 

Scap, Ay, and let them carry me to the lower end of 
:the table ; 

Where in my chair of state I'll sit at ease. 

And eat aind drink, that I may die in peace. [A dance, 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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How little do you guess what Tm to say ! 
I'm not to ask how you like farce or play: 
. For you must know, I've other bus'ness now ; 
It is to tell ye, sparks, how we like you. 
How happy were we, when in humble guise. 
You came with honest hearts and harmless eyes; 
Sat, without noise and tumult, in the pit : 
Oh what a precious jewel then was wit ! 
Tho* now 'tis grown so common, let me die, 
Gentlemen scorn to keep it company. - 
Indulgent nature has too bounteous been ; 
Your too much plenty is become your sin. 
Time was ye were as meek as now youVe proud, "J 

Did not in curst cabals of critics crowd, > 

Nor thought it witty to be very loud ; 3 

But came to see the follies you would shun : 
Tho' now, so fondly antic here youVe grown, 
Y'invert the stage's purpose, and it's rules ; 
Make us spectators, whilst you play the fools. 
Equally witty, as some valiant arc, 
The sad defects of both are ^xpos*d here. 
For here you'll censure, who disdain to write. 
As some make quarrels here that scorn to fight. 

The rugged soldier that from war returns. 
And still with th' heat of former action bums. 
Let him but hither come to see a play. 
Proceeds an arrant courtier in a day : 
Shall steal from th' pit, and fly up to the box, 
There hold impertinent chat with tawdry mawks : 
Till, ere aware, the blust'rer falls in love ; 
And hero grows as harmless as a dove. 

With us the kind remembrance yet remains. 
When we were entertaiti'd behind our scenes. 
Tho' now, alas, we must your absence mourn, 
Whilst nought but quality will serve your turn. 
Damn'd quality ! that uses poaching arts. 
And (as 'tis said) comes mask'd to prey on hearts. 
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The proper use of vizors once was made, 

When only worn by such as own'd the trade : 

Tho' now all mingle with 'em so together, 

That you can hardly know the one from t'other. 

But 'tis no matter ; on, pursue your game, 

Till wearied you return at last, and tame : 

Know then 'twill be our turn to be severe ; -j 

For when you've left your sting behind you there^ > 

You lazy drones, you shan't have harbour here. j 



END OF VOL. I. 
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